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CHAPTER/1 


THE MAGNIFICENTLY FULL-BREASTED NUDE 
young girl stood by the side of my bed and smiled 
down at me. Then, still smiling, she reached out and 
grasped my cock, her slender naked fingers encircling 
the hot flesh. ’ 

Ordinarily, when I’m lying unclothed on a bed, and 
a nude and gorgeous girl reaches out and grabs me, 
[ grab back. But not this time. I was like sick. So 
sick I could hardly move. You wouldn’tbelieve how sick 
[ was, 

So-I just lay there while she took my pulse... 

“Hmmm,” she mused. “We don’t seem to have any 
pulse. We aren’t dead, are we?” 

I frowned as hard as [ could, If there’s anything 
I detest it’s the habit nurses have of using the first 
person plural pronoun, Never, ever do they say: “How 
are you feeling?” No, it’s always “Howare we feeling?” 

Usually, of course, when the nurse‘ig on the staff 
of SADISTO, as this nurse was—Iknewby the starched 
white cap with the crimson SADISTO emblem which was 
her only article of clothing—usually there is some 
justification for using the plural pronoun. 

Like usually, normally, I’d'be feelingher upas she 


felt me up; hence the feeling would be mutual, But | 


this time...? 

I tried to groan. No use. I was too weak, 

“How’s poor 0008 doing?” I heard a gruff voice 
say. The General. My boss. Boss of all SADISTO, in 
fact. “Looks like he’s trying to say something. What 
are you trying to say, Trevor?” he demanded, leaning 


eects 
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over me and shaking me. “Spit it out, man! I don’t have 
all day to waste, standing around waiting for my dying 
triple-zero agents to phrase their last words poet- 
ically.” : 

The nurse nudged him sharply. 

“Uh, not that you don’t have an, uh, sporting chance 
of not dying, of course,” the General said quickly, 
“Why, our medical maidens tell me you have a fine 
chance of pulling through. Fifty-fifty, I think they said.” 

He glanced questioningly at my nurse. 

“Sixty-forty? One inten? A hundred? Well, he could 
recover, couldn’t he? All right, at ten thousandto one 
’ll cover your bet. But as [was saying, 0008. There’s 
nothing wrong with you, save the worst case of jungle 
fever I’ve ever seen. Cheer up! We’ll pull you through! 
Or, if we don’t, we’ll give you a splendid Viking 
funeral...” 

“I came as soon as [ heard the news,” [ heard a 
familiar female voice say, Marghanita from Research 
and Computer Control. She bent over me, her marvelous 
young breasts swaying like sun-ripened fruit, her long, 
lustrous black hair cascading over my chest. 

“What a pity [got here too late,” she sighed. “There 
he lies—eyes glassy and bloodshot, jaw slack, skin 
yellow. Looking as if alive...” 

“He is alive you idiot!” snarled the General. “He’s 
either lingering or malingering, I’m not sure which. 
Jungle fever, you know. The worst kind.” 

“Oh the poor boy!” gasped Marghanita. “And he 
crawled back to headquarters to die, just like a sick 
elephant...” 

I groaned again, silently, and closed my eyes, 

“In my opinion, General,” [I heard Hippocratia, 
SADISTO’s shapely if scatterbrained boss of Medical 

Salvage, mutter, “in my opinion 0008 has lost the 
will to livel” 
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“What?” I heard the General is i 
gasp. “Why he’s gt: 
on salary! This is mutiny!” [ felt him pad me si 
ee Py Meipeter 3 to recover pronto, 0008! And 
ect order! We need yo 
I have money bet on you.” age eo 
“Don’t shake him and cuff him,” [heard M: 
farghanita 
plead, “He needs tender loving ‘care, Here, fine 
coe let agree make you comfy, PU just adjust 
ever to tilt your bed wy — 
Aiko Ip a little and—ooops|” 
Something hard hit me. The fl 
sel toate oor, no doubt, And 
THUD! 
Something soft fell on 
PO top of me. The nurse, it 
“Here, here, Marghanita,” [heard the Ge 
; al sna) 
Pers fi > Gener: Dp. 
Pe no time to rantipole around playing practical 
“I didn’t’ mean to dump him on the floor,” 
1 : r,” [ heard 
Marghanita explain, “How could I be expectedto guess 
the bed tilted sideways instead of up and down?” 


that I was pulled right over the bed 

and down on 
of the patient, Help me-up, will you? Thank you. wie 
I might have suffered serious injury and—my-leg! One 
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Thud! L was back on the bed. And then— 


THUNK! 

Back on the floor again. 

«well, the joke’s on all of us this time,” [heard 
the General chuckle. “we forgot to de-tilt the bed 
before we tossed him back on it. Let’s try again.” 

And they did. And this time [ managed to stay on 
the bed. Groaning. Inwardly. 

“How,” [heard Marghanita ask idly, “did 0008 come 
to catch this deadly jungle fever and then lose the will 
to live? Was he on an especially dangerous mission?” 

«Eyidently,” I head the General concede. “Though 
it seemed like a very routine, ordinary mission when I 
assigned him to it. Just a week ago it was...” 

A week ago, I reflected gloomily to myself. Had 
it only been a week ago? 

Yes. 

Don’t think about it, 0008, I told myself. You'll 
go mad if you think about it... 

But, despite my best efforts notto, despite the ring- 
ing in my ears and the steady drip of my will to live 
oozing out of me, I did think of it— 

And shuddered at the thought... 


“Ah, 0008,” the General had said (a week 4g0), 
“good to see you pack. [—why are you shaking, man? 
Not getting a case of nerves, [hope? There’s no room 
in SADISTO for agents who turn chicken...” 

“i'm not shaking, General,” I'd assured him. “Just 
shivering. It was like cold in that city beneath the 
Greenland icecap. True, [ had a torrid time in the 
arms of the Ice Maiden, put my other extremities 


were almost frozen off.” 
“Fine,” said the General. “Then this new assign= 


ment should make you turn hand-springs with joy. It’s 7a 
off to the tropics for you, you lucky if most likely 7 
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doomed lad! Warm sun, wanton women, 
pestilence 
plague—the whole romantic tropical scene. You leave 
in ten minutes for Malaysia. Where I’m sure you'll 
find things hot, in more ways than one.” 
“But General,” I protested. “I understood you 
wanted me to take the last train to Clarksville...” 
‘Just so, my boy. There’s more than one Clarksville 
in the world, however, and the one [ have in mind is a 
fever-ridden jungle logging camp of that name in 
Sarawak. Sarawak, as you know, of course, is part of 
the Federation of Malaysia.” 
“Oh,” [ said. 
‘ag pgs gery on the equator. Ought to warm those 
gi mbs of yours in no time. A trul 
assignment!” ssl 
“what,” [ asked suspiciously, “do Id 
eon yy lo there when 
“Well, when you get there—or 
perhaps [should say 
if you get there—I want you to find and d 
KRUNCH Field Station.” map hg 
“KRUNCH again, eh?” [ mused. “That world-wide 
criminal syndicate dedicated to evil and big profits 
keeps busy, busy, busy all the time, don’t they?” 
Tadeed they do. But then they try harder, since 
they’re only number two. World-wide, criminal-syn- 
dicate wise, that is. They’re really pushing to overtake 
THRUSH though. Not since Ford and Chevrolet began 
slugging it out toe-to-toe have two such huge organi= 
zations competed so fiercely.” 
nd what,” I queried, “aretheyupto in Sarawak?” 
7 1h es glad you asked, 0008. Shows you’re taking an 
erest in your job. Up to? Yes. Ever h 
plant called Rafflesia?” oe 
“No—wait! Yes! Isn’t that the lar; 
gest flower in the 
world—the size of a washtub? An ugly, dank, thick, 
squelchy, ominous parasitical plant?” : 


4 : CHES parE 
Sua 
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“That’s the blossom. Malaysia is lousy with big 
plants—among the biggest and most lethal being those of 
the genus Nepenthes. Insect eaters, you know. AS 
carnivorous as they come. Not above gobbling a mouse 
or shrew now and then. As yet, however, they aren’t 
big enough or vicious enough to swallow a man.” 

“Good deal,” I said, “Then...as yet?” 

“Right. The word is that KRUNCH has been work- 
ing to increase their size. Ten or ahundred fold. Pic= 
ture it, 0008. Pitcher plants big enough to trap an 
elephant, Venus fly-traps with jaws the size of bear- 
traps...” 

“ugly,” I conceded, “very ugly...” q 

“Quite. And KRUNCH wouldn’t hesitate to black- i 
mail all the nations of the world: Pay Tribute—or we 
sow giant carnivorous plant seeds all over, would be | 
their ultimatum, And it would be real nasty if they 
did, 0008. Farming wouldbecome a horribly hazardous Ey 
occupation... nature walking would be more dangerous . = 
than playing Russian roulette...” ; = 

“Bestial,” Laverred. “And KRUNCHhas succeeded ¥ 
jn raising improved if depraved species of carnivorous & 
plants ?” f 

“Not,” anti-climaxed the General, “as yet—but they " 
are working on it. Your job is tostop the project now, % 
before they achieve a botanical breakthrough.” a 

“You can depend upon me, mon Generale,” 1 said, 

“stout fellow,” said the General. “Come to think § 

of it you are getting a bit stout, 0008. Not getting 
enough exercise, eh?” : 7 
“I am—really [ am!” -I protested. a 
“Hmmm...” frowned the General, glancing at his 
watch. “If you take 2 super-super-sonic jet and & 
arrange for midair refueling—yes! No need to leave, 
in ten minutes, 0008. You can jeave inan hour and teny 
minutes instead.” ' 5a 
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“Oh happy day!” I gasped, alread: 5 
would spend my hour’s leave: si ig sh 
for my leisurely meal, deciding on the perfect wine 
mentally wrestling with the problem of choosing among 
blondes, redheads and brunettes for desert.. 
“That will give you the better part of an hour for 
some strenuous physical exercise,” finished the 
General. “Report at once to Calisthenia in our Physical 
ag as Department. That is all.” . 
[ groaned inwardly. It was 
But, because the General signs my shart ee 
I was currently bucking for araise) [didn’t argue with 
eae pie cage morosely and began trudging 
s Ph 
speapeanias Pahagrte Education Department. 
But read for your shocked self... 


CHAPTER/2 


ENIA AS 
TUBBY!” GREETED CALISTHE 


way abusty sa: 
-hipped, long-legsec, ©” an 
le sexually exciting Dit. 
re in her down on 
speaking. 
supple 
Frisky 
as a python, €ag' 
oe it too healthy—and 


= taste. 
sole: ical training instructors 


But she is, to be frank, ab 


xuberant and 
. It’s a fault almost all phys 
of thinking. 
<— nee. re walk or stroll—they always trot 
L 


i an 
and bound and Jeap. Exuding health and vigor to 


obnoxious extent. 
Like those gir 
Oe eee gs bounding (not strolling, 


Meanwhile Calisthenia wa e, There 18, I must 


i i i toward m' 

ting or slithering) é : 

efor a pertain amount of pleasure tobe gained watch- 
, § 


: rt) bound. ; 

aa i: 4 pened or aes and a ae 

i ee me gleaming perfection of her sun aoe! 

pee fie is blissfully evident. Especially when : - 
st yi muscled though she is, she’s firs 


all a female. 
‘And all females, 


1s on television, you know the ones 


i es, have 
young, luscious females, 
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curves. Ripe, resilient, quivering, shivering curves. 

Curves which bounce and jiggle, shudder and shake 
when said luscious young females bound... 

The sight of Cal’s full, firm, high-set, proud, 
perfect young tits leaping and swaying as she bounced 
and bounded almost sent me into convulsions. As did 
the way her ripe thigh flesh shook, the manner in 
which her buoyant young buttocks rolled... 

“Ahal” she vigorousvoiced, landing in front of me 
with a final leap. “Getting a bit flabby, [ see! Let’s 
see what we have to work with here!” 

And so saying she gave my undershorts (my 
sole garment) a healthy tug, thereby ripping them 
completely off me. 7 


Note: readers not familiar with the . friendly 
customs at SADISTO’s huge headquarters, which 
extends fifteen stories beneath the rolling hills of 
Maryland just outside Washington, D. C.; may wonder 
why I was wearing only a pair of undershorts. 

The answer is, simply, that all'triple-zero SADISTO 
agents—as well as the SADISTO staff—are a casual, 
amoral lot. Which is fine. The General wouldn’t hire 
a formal, moral person, in fact. 

It was only a couple of years agothat a Government= 
authorized study criticized the C.I.A. for insisting upon 
high moral standards when hiring secret agents. Secret 
agents, the professor who wrote the report noted, 
should be sexually promiscuous, cheerfully amoral, 
etc. etc. 

SADISTO has known that for years. Knew it intui- 
tively long before independent research organizations 
confirmed the correctness of its policy. 

Which policy is, obviously, only common sense. 
It’s all right (though not essential) to insist that all 
astronauts be ex-boy scout types. And [ can see the 
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merit of no’ 
alcoholics and/or me 
But secret agents? 


A very different story. 
How, for example, could a lady-like virginal young 


girl successfully infiltrate, say, an Albanian orgy ?Not 
convincingly. To infiltrate and participate in an Al- 
pbanian—or even a Rumanian—orgy, breath-takingly 
peautiful young female secret agent needs to knowher 
way around the orgy scene. Backwards and forwards, 
so to speak. 

Which is why SADISTO maintains the largest and 
finest Orgy Instruction and Practice Department in the 
Free World; why sexual skill is rated as high, if not 
higher, than marksmanship at SADISTO; why signs of 
sexual prudishness are grounds for instant dismissal. 

Not long ago the ‘F.B.I. fired an agent because 
they learned he’d spent the night in the same apart= 
ment as an unmarried girl (what they would have done 
if the girl had been married ig a subject for endless 
if sterile speculation). 

SADISTO, on the other hand, recently had one of its 
male triple-zero agents flogged because he’dbeendis= 
covered in bed alone without a single luscious female 
companion beneath the sheets with him. 

The General has the same wise attitude about drink 
ing—Satan help the agent who begins to teetotal to 
excess. If an agent lays off the heavy drinking for 2 
few days—how can he expect to compete with the 
Russians in vodka gulping? Or with Irish subversives 
in Guiness stout guzzling? Or Basque criminals in 
wine quaffing? 

L insert this brief explanatory note to, Lhope, stem 
the flood of horrified protests Lhave been getting in 
my mail since [ began jotting down my routine adven= 
tures as a SADISTO agent. 


t hiring diplomats who are foul-mouthed 
mbers of active sex clubs. 
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uae bet old ladies in Des Moines should be 
7 ae e U. 8, Government—as rather casuall. 
ae el pete a bunch of lusty, iar. 
H estial, ¢: " 
seat ‘aon _ th re : cle: sadistic, treacherous, 
or we triple-zero SADISTO 
ine agents are onl 
rd-drinking, mean, bestial, cruel, sadistic, oe 


erous and sneaky fo 
.as we know it. aky for the sake of the Free World, 


But I digress. 
As I was saying, mal 
x le SADISTO agents 
rid oe or a towel when at Dagan 
Sea : ISTO agents wear shoes and a smile. : 
we like to be ready for friendly fun flings, 


Also the General, who’, 
ey eccan en Mee 3 really cold-blooded, keeps 


“Hmmm,” said Cal, 
» Tunning her eyes (an 
eke beg gies from waist to alle tl A 
f spare tire, 0008. 
uae physical exercise will help oe Saree 
eure en me, baby...” I leered, sliding my own 
sgl, rene hae Cupping and caressing 
: S of her crimson-tippedbr: 
wae a, riage ae don’t! independent kspra 
i own t physical - 
bi eres as previously thought = padre: 
ysical sex?” [ fu 1 
i ee rrowbrowed, “What other kind 
« 
ics ce the other hand,” purred Cal, “Idon’t mind if you 
sat € one or two or more of my luscious youn 
- assistants—if you can catch them that . 
Lead me to them,” [ drooled, f oa 
Paine cre Ries Msn a is Indirina,” she said, 
a scious, brown-skinn 
teen-age temptresg, “Indirina is our Fopeccliniing 
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” 
a as also undulate like a cobra,” chimed in 


i flute [ like...” 
irina. “Provided I meet a man witha 

re torrid tropic temptress!” oaeeuniey 
¢ od enough to climb yon rope, : 
cee to a long, knotted rope which hung from the 

m. a 
aren climb the tall tree of 0008’s virile 
body,” sighed Indirina, “there to Ananga Ranga to 5! 

suai little heart’s content. However, orders are, 

orders...” 

ae saying she trotted, with an impudent ee 
wholly intentional roll to her luscious ass, over 
knotted rope, began to climb same with astonishing 
sa your mark, get set—climb!” shouted Cal. 
And I sprinted for the rope, began to climb in 


it. 
ore t Lost her,” I gasped as I climbed, “do I get 


to boff her?” 
bs t,” Cal assured me. : 
pei y These: It shouldn’t take a highly plone 
athlete such as myself long to overtake “os er 
haunched Hindu hussy... me * aa ae the top 
i re could s 
pi ge eae a happy song to themselves, 
er hand. 
oe pore og: ah Over hand. Over hand... 
Confound the cuddlesome cutie! Drat the Nas sare 
damsel! A pox on the pulchritudinous pretty! ethane! 
she’d béen practicing rope-climbing for Ngee 
could really wriggle up 2 rope fast. sa on is 
And—oh the outrage of itl—the rope - aed 
descend. Evidently Cal had abigdrum of rope ree 
to the roof. The faster Indirina climbed ahead 0: 4 
and [ climbed in lusty pursuit of her ripe rump, 
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swaying thighs—the blasted rope descended, 
And so it went, for long minute after minute... 
Did I catch her? Alas, no. I came very close a 
couple of times, but each time she eluded me witha 
giggle and a vertical sprint up the rope. : 

After five minutes of frantic rope-climbing, Cal 
blew a whistle and, grumbling, [ climbed down, 

“That wasn’t a fair chase,” [ complained. “That 

sultry sexpot is a rope-climbing expert. Also, she’s 
lighter than I am. Weight hasa lotto do with the speed 
you can make climbing a rope. Like a little monkey 
can climb faster thanabig gorilla, to give.an ex—OW!” 

“Indirinal” scolded Cal. “Just because 0008 com-= 
pared you to a little monkey is no reason to drop 
thirty feet onto his head. You might have caused him 
brain damage. And his brain, such as it is, is govern= 
ment property.” : 

“Bah!” said Indirina, sauntering away. 

“Bah!” [ said, climbing to my feet, “Uh—what next ?” 

“A footrace,” said Cal brightly. She clapped her 
hands. A lean, lithe, lovely lass with long legs strolled. 
up to us. “0008, meet Cheetah. Cheetah, be good enough 
to lead 0008 to the endless treadmill,” 

Frowning, I let myself be led to a fifty-foot-long 
treadmill. Cheetah; after a shockingly suggestive wink 
over her shoulder, sank into a sprinter’s crouch forty 
feet ahead of me. I dropped into a crouch myself. 

“For your sake, 0008,” chuckled Cal, “I hope you 
catch her. They say Cheetah is a real wild-cat in 
bed—once she wraps those long limber legs around a 
man, pow!” 

“And all I have to do iscatchher, eh? [ liplicked, 

“Right,” said Cal, raising a starter’s pistol. 

I crouched, waiting tensely. Forty feet ahead of 
me I saw the superbly sleek posterior of Cheetah 
jutting toward me as—suddenly and without warning 


“IT ETE SEE TOPPA CLT 
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she began to sprint as the 


top speed! 
Off to a late start [ ran furiously along the tread= 


mill and after the loping lithsome lass ahead of me. 
And as [ranl raged: “How come you didn’t fire your 


starting pistol, Cal?” 
«y did,” she purred. «But since it’s SADISTO issue, 


it has a silencer fitted to it.” 
I shook my head, Inwardly. And raced in pursuit 
of the fleeing female in front of me. 

This, I inwardly drooled, is one race ’m going to 
win...Even if this chick Cheetah is 2 red-hot runner, 
and even if fama pit outof training, any athletic man 
can catch a girl ina foot race. 

My eyes gleaming avidly, [began picking them up 
and putting them down with incredible speed and pre= 
cision. Having many times bettered the world hundred- 
yard dash record while pursuing enemy agents, [knew 
Cheetah didn’t have a prayer of out-running me. 


treadmill began to move at 


‘And I was right. I was steadily gaining on her. Only | 


thirty-five feet separated my reaching hands and her 
pouncing puttocks now. Then thirty... Twenty... Fif- 
teen... Ten... 

And then= 

SNAP! 

A hurdle sprang UP 


“A” fair handicap,” murmur 


runners than girls...” 


“If they couldn’t,” L panted, “the human race would z 


have died out years ago...” 
«Slowpokel” 


in front of me. With a mighty % 


Jeap I vaulted it just in time as= 


SNAP! 
«phis isn’t fairl” { fumed. “She only has to run— 


[have to run and vault hurdles tool” 


ed Cal, asthetreadmill Re 


whizzed, Cheetah sprinted and I alternately ran and a 
vaulted, “seeing 48 how men are naturally faster + 


jeered Cheetah, taunting me over her 
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lovely shoulder. 
Enraged beyond belief—and feelin 
; g as amorous as 
I'd ever felt—I clenched my virile white teeth and put 
my all into running and hurdling. And [ gained! As 
fast as Cal could make the hurdles pop up [ cleared 
them and then, with a final triumphant drive [ tackled 
Cheetah s luscious rump, got my hands around her 
delightfully rounded curves and together we rolled end 
over end as—Cal’s whistle blew! 
“Nice try, 0008,” she said. “But 
: iS my whistle 
peep you were still in midair, and a micro= 
second before you caught your rabbit, i 
grayhound you...” z dst iu bk 
“Qh Call” sighed Cheetah, who i 
b 5 was already happil! 
wrapping her long legs around me, “couldn’t eid 
0008 a consolation prize of some kind?” 
“In one brutal word—no!” said Cal. “Come, 0008— 
the pursuit and exercise has scarcely started!” 
So, cursing, I released my grip on Cheetah, and 
she on me, and followed Cal to the next pursuit. 
I won’t dwell on it. Suffice to say that [ pursued a 
pieeipes aud bushy-tailed babe around a huge 
quirrel wheel—and failed to cach 
pardoned the pun, shri ee os re 
(Get it? Squirrel cache things and—oh, forget it...) 
After that [ swam ten lengths of one of Cal’s 
es SS ee long) swimming pools in pursuit 
nude girl swimmer after nude gi i — 
didn’t catch one. : oa aes ae 
é The final, bitterest defeat was in the final “exer- 
ise.” F 
A fabulously constructed teen-a 
1 -age temptress and [ 
peice ina ring. All [ had to do to win was pin her 
lown. While observing the one rule—I couldn’t grab 
her by her long lovely hair. 
Once [ had her pinned [couldpleasure her as much 


MS 
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as I wanted—and I sure wanted, 
‘An easy task? 
So I thought. 
Until Cal poure 
chesty child... 
Have you ever Wr 
oiled girl? 
Lcan tell you th 


d oil all over the charming and 
estled with 2 greased—[ mean an 


e experience is both fascinating and 


i n, let alone a 
. Fascinating because no man, : 
od ee tae cent virile brute such as noes ais 
6 find it thrilling to wrestle in intimate con! a 


waisted wide-hipped, plump- 
a ripe-breasted, narrow waisted, apne 


puttocked, soft-thighed, tender-tumm 
sire doll. 
Frustrating because 8 
i rasp. , 
ue py ports she slipped and anthers Te ak 
my hands (and over my flesh and against my ; 
parts of my body) the more ex 
more frustrated. 
Time after time 
or preasts—only to have them 
a wet cake of erotic soap. 
Oh the exciting ge . 
; ge 
through my slippery 
sliding contacts...the ecstasy of 0! 
striving... 7 
ere aked body pinned beneath me= 


ne — ae free before could, as it 


he kept slipping and slither- 


buttocks 
ould clutch her saucy 
me slip from my fingers like 


f her slippery thighs sliding 
ys...the joy of our liquid 
ur oil-slickened 


were, 

Finally though, 
readers should find themselves wrestling—for 
same tempting stake 
nude girl: 


ing my me: nar 5 

inned! Helplessly! | 
{ had her Pp ee aad 
the 


cited { got—hence the : 


cs 


g time after time Lhad her, 


* 
= 
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First [ deftly tripped her, and as she fell on her 
back [ flung myself forward, sliding excitingly along 
the slippery surface of her body as, with lightning 
speed, [ slipped my hands and arms under her arme 
pits and deftly got a reverse hammer-lock on her lovely 
throat—as my legs burrowed between her startled 
thighs, thrusting them apart until [ even more deftly 


slid my feet under her legs and brought them up. 

And she was pinned! 

Helpless! 

Unable to wriggle free, powerless to prevent me 
from leering at her, and then arching myself back 
preparatory to plunging my rod deep into the tempting 
target of her hot young cuntlet. 

“Here it—[ mean [ come!” [ cackled as—Cal blew 
her whistle. 

{In midlunge, by super-human effort, [froze. Weep= 
ing inwardly... 

“Poor show, 0008,” said Cal, as [ sadly unlocked 
myself from the slippery sexpot (who was also 
gnashing her sexy white teeth). “Let’s shower you 
down and weigh you in.” 

And, sullenly, I allowed myself to be soaped and 
washed free of oil, weighed. 

“Well donel” gasped Cal. “You lost five pounds in 
fifty minutes!” 

“Big deal,” I grunted. “I suppose—fifty minutes? 
But [’m supposed to be here for an hour. What do [ 
do during the remaining ten minutes?” 

“Since you’ve worked out so hard,” sexythroated 
Cal, “[ see no reason why you shouldn’t spend the 
final ten minutes being chased—by me!” 

“Chase mel” [ gasped. “Chase me all the way!” 

And she did, 

“But first,” crooned Cal, “youneeda little massage 
to sooth your tired little muscles. Lie down on this 
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Tummy down, first.” 

little—I mean highly developed if 
ired, I did as she suggested. 
elt her kneel astride me, felt 
d my buttocks, 


comfy couch, 0008. 
And, because my 
aching muscles were t 
A moment later I f 
her hands begin to massage and kneas 
my thighs. 
Ahl... 

’m not normally a massage buff, put I must admit 
that there’s something very soothing yet stimulating 
about having a gorgeous girl knead and work and pat 
and pummel one’s tired flesh,‘ 

And Cal did just that. Her strong but shapely fingers 
dug deep into my muscles, massaging me from - 
shoulder-blades to backside, from backside to my toes. 

Then she rolled me over and began to work on 
my front side. After first asking me W 

me needed massaging most. Which I told her. 

“But how could that part of you ache?” she demand= 
ed. “You didn’t use it at all in any © 
exercises [ had you do.” 

«With men,” [ told her, 
muscle can be more painful than you 

“Sort of like getting a cramp fro. 
leg, eh?” inquired Cal, massaging m 
warm fingers. 

“No, but never 
you’re doing. You wouldn’t believ 
there. My muscles are really stiff...” 

“So my trained fingers tell me,” 
alternately tapping and gently squeezing me, 
and stroking me. 
a ‘bounce-massage’.” 

And with that she wrig; 
until she was in just the right positior 
loins directly above 

herself, lowered her: 


'’d believe,” 


e with her slim,’ 


4 
murmured Cal, 


n, her love! 


hich part of 


f the heh, heh, 
“sometimes not using a 


m sitting on your 


mind,” [ said. “Just keep doing what. 
e how tense [ feel | 


shaking = 
«Let’s see if this helps... Lcall it 


gled astride of me, wriggleds 


me, Then, slowly, she lowered# 
self until [ felt the first tingling 
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touc! 
i pee ae poe Mech gd pacer encircling, enfold- 
tunnel of love—until 
Segoe bars her rounded buttocks re pes 
: ggestively against my low si 
vis er body and upper 
“Bounce!” [ ur, 
ged her, 
rah a began to bounce, 
as = ve aden so that the cushiony softness of 
down, and the fabulous clasp other tronic nes ee 
me al but excitingly... en nee 
en, gradually, she g 
a jpeeded th 
aa. until her buttocks were ho fan 
ee ee until the liquid pacar eae t 
Lares paki, inder began to pump ecstasy into us bi i 
phe an eon intensity, ever growing ee : 
a = she stopped. Stopped bouncing, that io, 
are sa hie her body back and forth, , swa: ‘ 
haga = poets my flesh, potlabaug erection 
e 
ea gan to move around—excitingly, 
Then she began to 
move her loin, 
; Ss ba 
= bi as from side to side, then icin rhe . 
; greater, ever more forceful rilling 
spirals. i 
And 
then, still spiraling, still stirring herself by 


making me stir hi 
he er, she began to bounce at the same 


Rapture... 
Hot flaming rapture... 
Now if only she’d— 


ie she did; she began pulsing and throbbin; 
pte muscles, Squeszing me intim: : 
vely, urgingly, coaxingly, iil 
While she bounced, ~ 
Lust fire! 
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I groaned with delight, reachedup to lightly cup and 
capture the gently bobbing bliss balloons ofher breasts, 
feeling them sway and wriggle within my grasp, aS 
if flirtatiously trying to escape the gentle cage of my 
fingers. 

L clasped them—while Cal bounced, andher breasts 
pounced with her, and they squirmed and writhed and 
jiggled and quivered and shook against my palms, 
my fingers—while her rich red nipples throbbed into 
excited erection. 

And she continued to bounce... 

I slid my hands down to stroke the soft delight of 
her dimpled stomach, to caress the wanton width of 
her heavenly hips, stroke the sleek cylinders of her 
pleasure-packed thighs. 

As she kept on bouncing... 


Almost delirious with delight, I clutched her 2% 


supple flesh, twisted and writhed (as much as [ could) 


beneath the driving, demonic, thrilling, thudding, + 


churning, squeezing, pulsing, gripping, provoking 
movements of her body. 


Her loins were gyrating and jerking like a stripper | 


winding up her act fast before the vice squad reached 


her—bouncing so fast she had to grip meto keep from 


bouncing herself right off me. Squeezing me, pleasing 73 


me, teasing me until— 
Shatteringly, stunningly, searingly, scorchingly w 


detonated... Spasm after spasm of white-hot sex-fire ; 


arced between us, fusing us, welding us, linking us” 


in a soaring, jetting, fountaining bond of bliss. ™% 
{ found myself spinning blindly in a wonderful 7 


world of light and color and sensation—another dimen=/ 
sion, a better universe. 

I seemed to glow all over like a neon sign, b 
like a beacon, blaze like a comet... 

And then, for long seconds, I rested. 
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y way to shower, 
eandcatcha heli« 
ISTO jet was waite 


After which [ had 
to dash o: 
dress, arm myself, pack my silent 


copter to the air 
; ‘port AD. 
ing to whisk me to— wares 


Who could tell wh: 
Pr at ni; A \ 
in the jungles of lain sear if sexy adventures 


CHAPTER/3 


“so THIS IS SARAWAK? I MUSED TO MYSELF AS 
the tiny train [ was a passenger on rattled and wheezed 
through the jungle. “Or rather,” L corrected myself, 
“how Sarawak has changed since I was last here...” 
For it occurred to me that I'd been in Sarawak 
before. Only priefly, however, while pursuing apirate 
lugger up to the dock of an off-shore oil rig. Obvious= “4 
ly there was more to Sarawak than off-shore oil rigs. 
Like enormous jungles. 


And tiny trains. 
A real museum piece, 


the train [ was riding on: § 


narrow gauge, flimsy wooden carriages pulled at a @ 
snail’s pace behind a tiny puffing and wheezing engine @ 
that must have been almost a hundred years old= 
little more than an animated toy that huffed and puffed 
huge clouds of white steam and plack smoke from it’s 
bulbous, towering smoke-stack. 4 
The train had clattered over the uneven rails all 

tal town of CENSORED, through 


the way from the coas 
flatlands and marshlands and then, suddenly, into and igs 


through some of the thickest, densest jungle I'd ever 


seen. 
Not since my las 


so close to jungle scenes. 
the open windows of my carriage—the only 
carriage in the four car train—pheasants fluttered 


scoldingly away, putterflies flitted in one window and’ 
out the other, ress and two cubs 


stalked annoyedly past us as we labored up @ slight, 


incline. 


+ visit to Disneyland had I felt 
Jungle tree branches brushed 
first class 
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mm hig have been faster to walk, I reflected 
ie Hee eat safe, I decided, as a cobra 
ane ¢ ‘o peer at me as the train and 
“Tickets, please!” said 
’ ! the cond 
raed what a conductor! — 
one ee Malay maid about six feet tall 
sere : pn leaves ne midnight black (long, very 
ae F ively feminine hips and magnificent 
Above the waist she 
, wore nothing but = 
cae . cap, perched fetchingly on ee ee ea 
a ee jess ste ghd only a bright red, green 
-skirt. id 
eae patent plastic booties, 
“Red, green and yellow,” 
; T mu. id 
national colors of Sarawak, jungle ae es 
ie a feat the capitally curved conductor, “so. 
ed s e colors of the Great Clarksville Railroad, 
Ee eae caer for the jungle, the red for the blood 
Leen Be pe sooner or later from the torn and 
of our passengers, and th 
te jaundice they invariably come down ag on 
e public relations department of the Great Carli? 
ville Railroad claims.” cee 
“Some public relation: 
ee s department,” [ fi 
tig pee truth in advertising is a big ou. 
it : Acne Sarawakian native costume you're 
cae ecomes you, saffron-fleshed sex-bundle.” 
a you the flattering stranger, stran; o” 
: rmured the conductor. “But to answer pe 
iat stupid, This is my uniform. pone ager 
7 bee . employees of the Great Clarksville Bally ad 
pa oe distinctive if shockingly pevealineiocal 
nici what you’d call a sarong. But we’ve be 
g to up-date our, image. Topless tamales a 
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mini-skirts are in now, our dog-eared copy of last 
years’s Vogue stated. Hence the New Look in costumes 
for the, sob, employees ofthe, sob, gob, Great Clarks- 
ville Railroad.” 
“pry your tears, you poor depressed damsel,” 
Lurged. “Come sit on my lapandtell me all about it.” 
“Praternization is frowned upon by the Great (sob) 
Clarksville Railroad,” the sobbing girl informed me, 
“Though on this, choke, day of alldays, I don’t suppose 
jt matters,” she added, sitting on my lap and drying 
her eyes on my shirt lapels. 
“There, there,” [ consol 
shoulder and then other places. 
pad, can it?” : 
“worse,” she sobbed, “Uh, are you from the ne 
National Geographic Society ?” ; 
“No,” I frowned. «what makes you think that?” 
“Nothing, [ suppose. Only we were hoping and hoping 
they’d send a writer. Or even a photographer. To 
cover the, sob, last trip of the, choke, last train to _ 
Clarksville...” ; 
“This railroad is folding?” [ frowned. a 
“Folding? It’s like folded. Once we pull into the @ 
platform—if we get there, that is—this train is like a 
through. Also the Great Clarksville Railroad, seeing 
as how this was and is our only train.” * 
“Lamentable,” I told her. “Still, you must take | 
consolation in the fact that railroads all over the: 
world are having a tough time. Even the Long Island 
Railroad is—last trip? But how do [ get back, 
when and if I want to get pack? [paid for a round 
trip ticket, too.” ; 
“i'm sure your money willbe cheer: 
sniffed the conductor, nuzzling her tear~ 
against mine. 
“Anyway, 


ed her, patting her on the 
“It can’t be all that @ 


fully refunded," § 
smeared cheek 


it’s only a seventy mile hike along the® 
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ae snake-strewn, rogue elephant-menaced 
aay i , v pera ie washed out by the next ee 
ae e should be here in a matter of 

« 
Sieetealte th 2 cine “Uh, tell me more about this 
en approaching. It’s a logging town, 

“Once it was,” agreed 

the conductor, sn 

ee feta “It was founded by a valiant sea 
na = adventurer, Sam Clark. Of English ex- 
oe a sae hic you know, was ruled for ages and 
oe ee nglish dynasty—the White Rajahs of 
pe sala Ato t until after the Second World War 
tae ee trapomc took possession. Up until 
soe igcertern pL eae ee an independent nation, 
ep enrages » but ruled by descendents of 

“Fascinating,” [ mutter 

i ed, idl: 
ae a and her delectable ples Sep 
act,” she assured me. “Th I 
; . e Briti, 
sie bit was undemocratic, and et te — 
sheer make it independent. Now we eicayaniane 
ao be! Es ieee of Malayasia—free, inde. 
choke, sob, unha; Y : 

were brian ie ppy. At least this Malay 

“On account of the cl 
OTe ae pipes itp of the Great Clarksville 

7 . 
nee pas that—Clarksville itself is folding up 
ae = booming logging town. Elephants 
he x, Squidgy, squishy creeks—the whole 
ie ig it. Only itdidn’t pay, economically, Like 
Pedi id got all the teak cut and piled up in neat 
Sg oees y realized there were no roads tothe coast 
ie : a ate ~~ Clarksville Railroad. What 2 
ona ce 48... You’ve heard of the mane 
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Lnodded. “The savage, man-eating lions the English % 
yailroad puilders had to fight while building the rail- 
road to Nairobi at the turn ofthe century. You people = 
had man-eating tigers, | presume?” ky 
«No—something more menacing: man- 
were, native girls. You see the local primi 
around here have for centuries 
peauty and sexual avariciousness 0 
And girl-folk.” 
«Anthropologically intriguing, 
fingers stray up the contoured 
saffron-skinned body, 
thighs, up her sa 
her saffron-skinned honey-jat.-- 
“Yowever, some 
village menfolk W 
started chomping hallucinogen 
smoking what we call klop—an 
entranced and other-world orie 
grinning yacantly and thinking mystic th 
the passion-filled housewives and the lust- 
age maidens pecame frustrated beyond pelief.” 
«ynderstandable,” [ affirmed, “entirely undetay 


standable...” 
«priven he 
needs in urgent nee 
jungle nymphettes and sexually frus 
some as old and ripe as thirty—poured down from thé 
hills, ravishing every virile male they met.” * 
«what 2 menace!” L gasped. a 
“Just so. And these gex-crazed jungle Jezebel, 
over-ran the entire railroad camp. Goading gandyea 
dancers, ravishing and laying rail-layers, spook ing 
surveyors, demolishing detail-mety 


spikers, seducing 5) 
overwhelming overseerers, sexing steel-men, plane; 


dishing pookkeepers, tempting timekeepers, ensnar 


eating, as it 3 
tive villages BS: 


been famed for the 3 
ed 


ftheir women-folk, 


» tT noted, letting my 


rserk by unfulfilled desire, their sexua 
d of slaking, the thrill seeking, 
trated matrons—4 
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engine iri 
. cca aie et ea, stoking stokers, carnally 
ting ¢ r coolie, b i 
ae Rpeencr track-layers, Shp oe a 
v pi g out white-hunters, jumping jungle m' ieee 
ing inspectors—-the whole erotic bit.” ars 
a oe fascinating,” postulated 
sat, pa phe the passionate railway rame 
te ee ue 
: ‘ot laid. Li 
a ist tng pedal id. Like the tracks were 
ut they finally were laid 
, i . 
aa Fe buttocks and ene eae 
ghs—with one hand—while th the 
sai delight of her dual glee ates Egon le 
es. B : 
iain tous sac mmamivertadeenece 
1 ‘umber trade— 
oe to be honest, the local aT pe ve 
; y lousy. Clarksville is just 
ghost town now.” ie a gi 
“Indeed,” [ noted. “% 
F . “Just who is 
. ther 
me msg Sam Clark II, of ints com 
snes vi =) pene ae trees out of habit. goms 
3 . A few forlor:! ’ 
experiment laboratory. it ee ae aoe 
ee see for yourself: 
And as the Mala; 
y maid slipped 
ae N ped from m; 
ae one hes validate my ticket de Pais 
, 
co indeed we were pulling into Clarks- 
pattie a dismal dump it was. 
: eae 
Sige ip aah aueo tallaings naan ar al 
bons n buildings mad i 
Lop ae Shee: roofs, The ind of ee 
2 ia 
pea bedi ovies and cheap-budgeted TV 


I F 
picked up my suitcase and stepped out onto the 
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platfor m—which was termit 


Jooked around. 

A sleazy-looking plonde inatight, very tight, short, 
very short dress gauntered up to me, swinging her 
hips and handbag. As the saying goes, she had bedroom 
eyes and picture window cleavage. 

“How do, tall, dark, gaturninely handsome stran=- & 
ger,” she crooned. “Care to see the sights with me? q 
Or look over my own scenic wonders in the cozy BG 
intimacy of my bedroom? The cost is astonishingly 4 

reasonable and I extend credit. Pay ag youplay on the 
jnstallment plan is my motto, 

«“sadiel Back tothe rede-lig 
wench!” commanded @ commanding female voice, * 

L turned—to see a girl. ee 

And what 2 girl! 

A tall, gtunningly cons’ 
wearing revealing white mini- 
mini-shirt, and a white cork helmet. i 

“welcome stranger,” she said. “I hope you enjoyed ¥ 
your ride on the, sob, lasttrainto Clarksville. Clark’s 


my name—Samantha Clark. ‘Andempire building usedto . 
oe 


be my game.” 
«you're the daughter of thi 
town?” [ inquired politely. 
“Yes,” she averred. “Mother carvedthis town from / 
the jungle practically with her own little hands, 
run it now, since she’s gone to collect her reward? 
“Sorry to hear that,” [ said. of 
«why? The reward was for 2 thousand quid. She™ 
captured a desperate criminal who tried to hide oubg 
here. She ought to be back in a week or two, if she 
doesn’t go on & pinge. Your expression of sorrow, 
would be better reserved for the decline ifnot demise 
of this once thriving jungle hamlet.” 
[ nodded, looking around me. Things had sure gou 


eeridden and rotten—and 


tructed redhead, she was Ks 
shorts, 2 low cut white a 


4 
“4 


| 


e founder of this sordid 
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to pot. And evident; i 
ia he y things hadn’t been too good to 
Fifty yards away [ co 
: uld see Sadie stalk: 
a Mirena house with a red light on rape 
ee zie ie was the only pay for play girl in town, 
eee a seedy general store witha BIG CLOSING 
a cayed wurclioasa a Cel Apna culate 
5 -down saw-milland = 
per of boarded up bungalows of the wo: “pe 
ma pg the rest of the town ears 
ost likely a cold drink 
is foremo: 
Lad right now,” said Sam Clark. arate hr 
p m of the Clarksville Chamber of Co % 
can recommend yon saloon,” mene 
“Fine,” [ said followin 
A g her as she led 
a Ratan at eg bar where, after feorne pied 
THIS [IS A RAIDED PREMISE, sh a 
me through a swinging door. RES 
I took a seat ata ricke 
ty table, glanc 
ais for a total lack of customers, fe 1 ie ae 
ypical tropical dive. ‘ d aaeseeS 
“Excuse me a moment,” nth 
; I said Sa: _ 
ae ie ae of her as Samantha so ay 
K ehind the bar. A mom nite 
1 . ent la 
palager white mini-shirt and le eeicbee 
ing over the tap of the b: 
moment later Samantha emerged, se peers 
and two rather wilted fur ears, : ee 
- a. cp sir,” she said, sauntering toward 
ae ae = Samantha, your jungle bunny. Here 
ipeeaheneg ink. And here’s an extra cold drink— 
a as 8 ould be joined by a female companion.” 
ae a ‘A said. “Would you care to join me?” 
is Pee ,» but house rules forbid jungle bunni 
e@ with customers. The featured prance 
2 
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however, being an independent contractor, baal 
amenable to mixing with you. (ll be rig gon 
And off she trotted behind the bar seat cae 
behind which her fur bikini and wilted fur ci 
tossed. Seconds later she emerged wearing 
oT BT ance she purred, graeme ne 
a chair alongside of me and nudging me with her thi 
“,'m Samantha, the featured ee 
“you keep busy around here, [ note a sch 
«rll say. We all have to work at seve: 


le 
in Clarksville. On account of ie ar we 
left, It’s not always this moe ore “i 


rday night things were reall = 
re panes, not counting Sadie ui aa a 
ends as our B-girl. [ like a crowd. Le agaaie 
silly stripping and bumping and grinding 

body here but me.” 

7 at do you do it then?” [ asked. iad Geosteete 

“The show must go on. We adver a 
a night, and four shows @ night go on, Cu; 


no customers.” dis 
& rs, cigarette : 1 
a, en ta met on the train, paerigehe ees 
i vi tte tray a 7 
ass skirt with a cigare' a 
: Sethanks,” I said, dropping in a few coins and | 
i hic! 
electing a betel nut Ww ake 
fully. “uh, [ hear you have a plant: 
here in town?” 


* t’3 right. f 
aioe And at least the crazy scientists who built 


e. 
their experimental lab here pay. een Aes ae 
ather a clannish lot. They come a 4 
mack ae aa a oe cdl correct, - 
jled to myself. So, ; ; 

[ Bee harder at the way Samantha, Lard Lpilget 
jungle girl that she was, had been hoodw le 2 


experiment lab 


betel nuts...” chanted the 


} 
a 
h I began to chew thought= & 
x 
I detest plants myself, put—de 


" 
* 
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surprised she’d be to learn that the scientists who 
paid their rent on time were agents of KRUNCH! 

“Actually [ suspect they’re agents of KRUNCH or 
some similar international criminal syndicate dedi- 
cated to evil,” said Samantha. “But what the heck— 
we need all the paying guests we can get in this town. 
Uh, what brings you to our fair city 2” 

“Why—I’m just an, uh, tourist, Or better yet, ’m 
a writer. That’s it—l’m a writer. Looking for, uh, 
plots.” 

“How interesting,” said Samantha. “[’ve always 
thought I had the makings of a writer, Would you 
consider a fifty-fifty split? [’ll tell you stories and 
you write them down and sell them. I’d-do it myself 
but [’m just too busy.” 

“That's an idea,” [ said. “We writers are always 
delighted to meet people who want to sell us plots. 
What’s selling well right now are stories of adult 
sexual adventure with an exotic but contemporary 
setting.” 

“Really?” gasped Samantha. “Well, [ had a torrid 
affair two months ago with alost Peace Corps worker. 
Boy was he lost—he was supposed to be in Zanzibar, 
[ could relate the thrill-packed incidents to you, and 
you could write them down and sell the whole torrid 
story as a novel,” 

I shook my head. “Sorry, no. [ said contemporary, 
Anything that happened two months ago is old hat. 
The world has changed a lot in two months. Readers 
aren't interested in ancient history, Haven’t youhad any 
recent affairs?” 

Samantha studied me thoughtfully, “I have—an 
idea for a novel. How salable would be a story about 
a tall, redheaded lady mayor of a jungle town—who 
has a wild affair with a visiting writer who arrived 
on the last train to said town?” 
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“Sounds like & dynamic idea,” I told in aoe 
ou made a lot of notes concerning this ae tea 
“?m, about to,” murmur Samantha. . 


” 

e, to my pungalow..- 
ae And, pecause L cared enough to tr) 
‘ d 
F es later, sexually gated and thoroughly poope?» 


i turn 
I stretched on Samantha’s ped built for two and 


33. 
= eee een oa nt station—” t pegan. 
0 


* frowned Samantha, 
“yes, yes; J 


ho was sitting up 
Theve to put down the way it was; 


erficially 
supposed to be, or sup! 
oe the way it really was. Uh, 


apogee?” ; 
‘ aad Pp and two E’s,” Lsaid. 


the word?” 
“Im the sen 
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y the very best, 


int when one’s 
of the most far out poin : 
2 the dictionary defines it, the highest 


¢ something.” 
“uh, read me what y 


{7 
turnin pack the pages Of & 
and F quote: ‘The lonely ; 


wag a wild way 


ote.” 
” “child,” I said, 


«Yow are you using 3 


cou’ve jotted ; 
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fessional services, writing-wise. Your style is every 
pit as good as the average best-selling sexy novel, 
Simple and direct. Your novel may not be chosen by 
the Book of the Month Club, but it’s certain to streak 
up the best seller list and stay there for at least 
twenty weeks. After which it will no doubt be made 
into a big budget movie, And then into a Broadway 
musical.” ; 

(And, happy to relate, some months later 
gamantha’s book,Valley of the Many Splendored World 
of the Lonely, Lovely Redhead,’ did indeed make 
the best seller list. The Broadway musical version, 
retitled The Treehouse of the June Moon, is being 
tried out in Hartford this week.) \ 

But all that, then, was in the future. Then, in the 
present, I felt a renewed stirring of desire as 
Samantha’s words kindled again my smoldering lust. 

“Kiss me, you jungle fool!” [ urged, rolling over 
on the bed and grabbing luscious handfuls of Samantha 
flesh. 

‘And she kissed me, kissed me and slid her arms 
around me to crush herself against me. [felt a throb- 
bing pulse of desire throb within meas her soft breasts 
surged against my bare chest, as [felt the hard points 
of her nipples and her ballpoint pen jab into my flesh, 
as my hands stroked the sleek smoothness of her 
back and buttocks and notebook. 

Her bare belly seemed toburnagainst my stomach, 
her loins thrust urgently against my epicentrum, and 
she slid one soft-fleshed thigh over my leg as our 
Ups met and dur tongues intermingled. 

And [ gripped her, rolled her on her back and had 
my way with her, and she with me; and wildly, wantonly 
we reached apogee inablaze of incandescent asterisks. 

“Now,” [ gasped, some while later, “about that 
plant-experiment station...” 
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«your obsession with potany is almost patholog= 
ical,” frowned Samantha, stretching langorously in the 
moonlight that pathed the bed. “If you’re that keen 
on poking about with plants, why don’t you leave my 
ped and bliss and go take a look. It’s a half-mile 
down the road.” 

“Thanks,” I said. «pti do just that.” 

And, as Samantha gasped and spluttered with rage 
and surprise, I hurriedly dressed and departed. Stop= 
ping only to select certain items from my suitcase. 

Silently { tiptoed down the main street of Clarks= 
ville, making a detour around a sleeping elephant, 
my sneakers making no sound as I slogged through 
the moon-whitened dust. Not a light was showing any- 
where in Clarksville, save for a red light in the win- 
dow of Sadie’s hut. Not just a light was in her window, 
either—reposing seductively in a chair was Sadie her= 
self, dressed in filmy and revealing plack underwear, 
just like the professional pussycats in Hamburg’s 
red-light district. 

Engrossed as she was in a copy of The Parisan 
Review, she failed to notice me stealthily slipping past. 


Moments later I'd leit the tiny town behind me and = 


was walking a narrow path through the jungle. Wild 
things screeched and clicked and whirred and chuckled, 
and on all sides [could hear furtive rustlings as the 
jungle animals went about their brutal business. 

‘After [’'d traveled what I estimated to be a third 


of a mile, I slipped on infra-red sensitive goggles, Je 


pegan using an infra-red “black light” flashlight to 
sweep the trail ahead of me. 


Wisely, too, For pefore [’d gone another fifty : 
yards my invisible (to others) beam picked out a trip 
wire. [ stepped over it. Kept on walking. Over another | 


trip wire. 


Bzzz! Bzzzl The metal detector unit in my alle pe 
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purpose flashlight sounded, 
sr as I’d figured. Land mines. 
ier my flashlight to feel out safe ground, [ 
oe amg Asin through the mine field, stepped over 
ion mee - » Bick Mei nimbly over the black 
oto=cell and found myself 
the walls of what a: Vee, 
ppeared to be an old warehous 
" KEEP OUT! warned a huge sign, surmounted b ‘ 
race of gleaming human skulls 
FO rong ceige It took more than a sign and a 
way— 
Shee aos y-—or keep out—a triple-zero 
7 ris aoe the eg ab until [ found a window. I 
] sense than to tr + i 
it i a hooked to a burglar cp eat awe ed 
stead [ took out a felt-tt . 

i -tipped pen (fill 
acai acid) and etched a a ie 
evolving unt i : 
poe g until the glass was almost completely 

Then [ deftly attached a rub! 
: ber sucti: 
lightly and the circle of ai i 
elke glass came free to— 
—slip from the 
ee suction cup and shatter on the 
[ froze. 
” a oe “igs the noise? Evidently not. Just 
seek ee le, however, [ trumpeted softly 
ane ~ eg ie the noise they’d assume 
mploye 
responsible, Thoped. ce aa rg 
At any rate, horrible 
: peril or no, [ vaul 
through the circular hole [’d cut in the ees acre 
on a table stacked with— Pr ee ae 
CRASH! SMASH! 
-glass jars. 
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Picking myself up as quickly but quietly as a wave 

[ flashed my black light cite aca [ was £ 
f—carnivorous plants : ; 

eee es all right, [ saw with a wave of ie 
They were all tiny plants—hardly big enough ses vo 
a cockroach, let alone a husky triple-zero 
woe and inspected some of the plants at close + 
range. 


ae all dusty, in need of water, neg 


Some were even half-dead. 


ious... } 
2 vant like KRUNCH to be careless about their 


super secret scientific projects. Could it be that— - 


I froze again, 


pes tell you,” said one of the voices, “I know 


ing g) . Coming from in 
[ heard the sound of breaking glass g j 


” 
ee as fast and quietly as a cat [ dashed for a’ 


loset, inadvertently— 
Ga THUD! CRUNCH! SMASH! fsa a 
tn twee lets oe fe at as lights # 
en I was safely inside , ; 
ee inside the room. Peering ge pe ones i 
in the partially closed door { could see ee 
burly KRUNCH guards charge into the a. 
submachine guns leveled. Behind them, ho: ing . 
.25 automatic in her dainty fist was a girl. 


d what a girll 
aes and slender thing—and small, not much ove! 


lected, bs 


five feet—her figure was exquisitely feminine. Her. ; 


flesh was copper-gold, her long hair ee ae 3 
jade-green, She was wear M 
pe A wickets that failed to conceal the z¢ 
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crests of her buttocks, and hid only a token portion of 
her ripely rounded breasts, 

“The room’s emptyl” snarled one of the brutal 
KRUNCH guards. “But someone or something’s been 
here,” he added, looking at the over-turned tables, 
chairs, cabinets, shelves and the litter of broken glass, 

“A shrewd deduction,” snarled the dainty damsel 
with copper-red hair, “Perhaps—look!” 

The two KRUNCH guards whirled, gung leveled, to 
stare in the direction in which she wag pointing. 

I opened the door a fraction of an inch more and 
looked myself, To seema huge gray serpent slithering 
throug the open window! No—only the trunk of a 
curious elephant, 

“I thought [ heard an elephant trumpet,” chuckled 
the girl with copper-red hair. “One of the unemployed 
logging elephants looking for food, obviously. Give him 
or her some sugar cubes, Heinrich,” 

“Ya, KRUNCH Kolonel Katherine,” said the brutal 
KRUNCH guard, fishing some sugar cubes from his 
pocket and feeding some to the elephant whose trunk 
was reaching through the window I'd come through. 

I smiled, Inwardly, Clever of me to have trumpetted 
like an elephant—and so realistically I’d attracted an 
amorous female pachyderm, 

Meanwhile KRUNCH Kolonel Katherine was frown- 
ing at the pots of tiny insect-eating plants which were 
resting on the many tables that filled the room, 

“These plants are dusty,” she complained, “Also 
in need of water, Dust them and water them first thing 
in the morning, Karl,” 

“Why bother” growsed the second brutal KRUNCH 
guard, “KRUNCH hag Officially abandoned its attempts 
to hybridize man-eating plants, nein?” 

“Just so,” agreed Kolonel Katherine. “But we want 
to keep at least a few plants on hand—just in case some 
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nosy U.N.C.L.E. or SADISTO agent comes prowling 
around. With, heh, heh, cans of weed killer in his 
or her pocket...” 

I frowned thoughtfully as Ichecked the cans of weed 
killer in my pockets.. There was more to this remote 
KRUNCH research station than met the eye, evidently... 

“Yes,” smiled Katherine, “there is more, much 


more to this remote KRUNCH research station than 7 


will meet the eye of any stray U.N.C.L.E. or SADISTO , 
agent. In the unlikely event one got this far, he or she 
would content him or herself with destroying these 
worthless plants—and then tiptoeing away, little 
dreaming that the real purpose of this project is— 
the TF Machine!” 

I gasped. That was just what would have happened, 
if [ hadn’t been shrewd enough to knock over some |# 


tables and chairs to attract attention so [could eaves= 3 


drop... [ felt a chill go through me as [ realized how ~ 
close [’'d come to missing the true, deadly purpose 
of this remote KRUNCH research station. A TF 
Machine! Once KRUNCH perfected a TF Machine it 
would mean... 


I frowned. What would it mean? For that matter, 3 


what was a TF Machine? 
“A}l right,” said the girl with copper-red hair, 


“That’s enough sugar cubes for one night. Shoo the ss 


elephant away, Heinrich. Then you and Karlcansweep © 


up all this broken glass. You’ll find brooms in that 
closet.” i 


ty 


I felt myself going hot and cold. My hand streaked 


for my Walther PPK automatic, thumbed back the safety 


catch as the brutal KRUNCH guards moved toward the 


closet I was hiding in. 


ee i 
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No wonder the clos 
et smell 
was going hot and 
poisoned! re 
As I began to hear 
a roai 
began flashing before m 
dread choice to make~g 
igated to death or burst 
No contest, 7 
With superhuman effort 
raised my gun—too late! 


ed so bad—no wonde: 
rf 
I was being inadvertently 


I pushed open the door and 


I felt my limbs beco 
me leade: 
to whirl around me, felt naa s 


a deep, in f: 
THO! Pottomless, pit of 


saw theroom start 
‘alling, falling into 
darkness and then— 


[ hit the floor and passed out, 


And as I passed ['h 

eard, as if fr 

one of the brutal KRUNCH putas ca miles away, 
we got one rat already...” nicker: “Well, 


CHAPTER/4 


T AWOKE TO FIND MYSELF NAKED AND TIED Te 
chair, [ shook my head, looked around. [ was in é 
basement type room. All around and peed ee eon 

: ili i lectronic gi F 
puters, unfamiliar-looking ¢@ { 
ae and retorts bubbling, sparks sparking—the whole 

omiae it 
cret scientific laboratory bit. , 
- iiyen including a mad scientist—KRUNCH Kolonel 
Katherine. 

Hands on her proud hips, she stood before me = 
sneered at me, her pagan copper-gold curves hn 
sized rather than concealed by the red mini 

re. 
aan 0008,” she sneered. “You goofed once 
often eh? Well, take your last look at sunshine an 
prook=I mean at computers and conten. Your 
doom is sealed, you partially fumigated fool! : 
{ nodded morosely. It sure looked like Ae : 
Joser this time. The wonder was, in fact, [ hadn 


en killed on the spot. , ; 
es “you may wonder why I didn’t have you killed on 


the spot,” chuckled Katherine. “The answer ane 
amuses me to keep you alive for a while. sere 
remote location is ideal for the super-secre 


V’ve been konducting for KRUNCH. But it an sy = 
drawbacks. No movies, no TV and precious lew ae 


L shuddered. Could she be planning on making me 


her sex toy? 


; ” 
“{ plan to make you my sex toy—for a while, 


purred Katherine, finger-combing her long, lustrous ¥ 


copper-red hair. 


wr hhh yhoo Oey y 
Wu A aR as 


THE SIN FUNNEL pe 


“Never!” [ snarled. “Men can ravish girls but girls 
can’t ravish men!” 

“Pooh to those stuffy rules!” snorted Katherine, 
“I believe in equal rights for girls. And what do 
you want to bet [ can’t succeed in ravishing you= 
over and over?” 

[ said nothing. I just glared defiance. 9 

“Glaring defiance will get you nowhere,” chortled 
Katherine. “In a few minutes [ intend to have my 
minions tie you back down to a big bed. Then I will 
commence to toy with you. Amorously. Think I won’t 
be able to arouse you?” 

[looked at her. And thought. She could most likely 
manage it, I decided. 

For, despite my brave words, I knew that girls 
could ravish helpless men... 

And if any of my male readers doubt this, let them 
imagine how they would react if a breath-takingly 
beautiful semi-nude girl had them tied to a bed, tied 
so they couldn’t move, 

Perhaps, right at first, out of annoyance or fear, 
you might be physically disinterested in her luscious 
charms. But could you maintain your disinterest if she 
really put her mind—and her hands and lips—to 
arousing you? 

If her soft hands stroked you and coaxed you, 
tugged at you and teased you... : 

ff her soft lips and softer tongue began to pay 
hectic homage to your yum-yum... 

{f you felt the silken waterfall of her long hair 
slide wantonly over your bare flesh... 

[If she nudged you here and there with her soft 
and sumptuous breasts... 

Slithered over your bare body inthe most sensuous 
manner imaginable... 
And then bent her lovely head again andlocked her 
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lips suctioningly to your super 
tongue twirled and swirled ar 
gestively, seductively... 
No. 
Take my word for it, you wouldn’t be able to stay 
physically disinterested long. ; 
Perhaps for five minutes, maybe even for ten—but, 
if she persisted in her’ passionate advances, sooner 
or later you’d get sexually interested. 
Very interested. 
As I’m sure all thou 
And if any female readers find th. 
allow me to remindthem that menare 
psychologically and sexually. 
Girls, most girls at least, te 
emotion. Most girls, if they walk into a room full of § 
men, don’t have the urge to go to bed with every man = 
they see. They want to get to know them a little . 
first. Friendship first, then sex. 
Not so with men, A man can (and almost invaribly 
does) walk into a room full of luscious young girls} 
and instantly wishes he could stip and bed each and 4 
every one. Together or in sequence. # 
Men, most men, like to be on frien 
the girls they sex with. 
a man’s in the mood—and 
the mood?— 


geous girl will sexually stir him. & 
Even a girl he hates—or a girl who hates hin, 


So I groaned. Inwardly. For [knew KRUNCH Koloné 
Katherine could use me as a sex toy... f 

She had just the kind of equipment to bre 
my resistance, too. 


My kind of female equipment... 
[ tugged at the ropes that bound me. Newr 


Tightly knotted. Unless I could get my hands 


-heafed flesh while her 
ound and around—sug= 


ghtful male readers will agree, 
is reprehensible, 
built differently, “4 


it 


diy terms with 
But it isn’t essential. 3 

what man isn’t always it 4 
if a man’s in the mood for sex, any g0f 


ak dow 


nd to link sex with 


: 


z 
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something sharp to 
trapped, P saw through the strands I wag 
“Don’t be so im 
: patient,” 
d : : chuckled 
bh see choosing to interpret my strug; “Nene 
“The a0 Pie free so I could leap fanorous| rat h “ 
acai: begin soon enough. Meanwhil a nes 
Fat tao to make on my TF Machin A ewile = 
it eeeediyStith ‘Machine? What does “tt do? 0. 
Katherine visaed oe Poon it supposed to do? 
’ ips. Then shr i 
hed ee re doomed—first to being cca Ee 
Bunpeee ie v torture when [ tire is ‘t 
arm in = 
my i perfected—Time Piet binge ierar 
Ww I said, followi j 
proudly pointing hand, Owing the direction of her 
What [ 
iike va ee was indeed curious. It looked sort 
cage—only with a chair inside. A kind a 
. oO 


armchair, on the ar. a 
and kn obs. ms of which were assorted dials 


“ uy i 
ng a Time Tunnel?’ [ gasped, 
_ ee Rapa? Time Tunnel—a Time Funnel, We 
Ag i ode it a Time Tunnel, as a matter f 
Sl eg . program beat us to it. KRUNCH i 
rg rg opyright violations. Though in at 
cannot kopyright the English Prersoy 


However, to avoid fi 
: possible 
device is called a Time F oe of any sort, our 


ae kidding!” [ gasped, 
ot so,” frowned Kath i 
the bugs out of it, too, And ati ak cae 
Maia what?” [ frowned i 
—and other kruel KRUN' 
CHa — wi 
travel through timel To the Bea tis He 
re 


“Nonsense,” I s 
coffed, “Ti : 
Everybody knows that,” Time machines don’t work, 
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“Airplanes didn’t fly—at first,” Katherine reminded u ‘ know which horse is going to win 

me, “Nor did nuclear reactors react, laser beams Derby—so you could place a bet? ieee npn 

lase, etc. etc. There has to be a first time for % little bit interested in which stocks are is bathe 

everythjng. And my TF Machine works!” : a you could buy in cheap?” going to go 
“A likely story,” I sneered. “Boy, have you conned ; nodded thoughtfully. Then—eve: 

KRUNCH! Getting them to invest in a doomed-from- ' didn’t believe her contraption wcrked. Lt Patil 

the-start project!” ae shuddering with horror. Inthe hands of an fuer pe 
Katherine turned white with rage. «tl admit that criminal syndicate like KRUNCH, the Ensen 

KRUNCH’s Board of Directors have had their reser= would be worth millions, Billions... 2 aun 


vations. Have been stingy with funds. But they’ll They would know in advance the 
: r 

turn handsprings when they jearn I’ve finally made the horse race in the world—every stock ae aa 

cline. They’d know just where oil, or diamonds of 


TF work. If imperfectly.” s 
“tmperfectly ?” [ asked, not really interested inthe % uranium were going to be discovered 
: discover the oilfields or diamond ee oae oo then 


mad girl’s ravings, but rather stalling for time; a 
time in which [ could figure out a way to escape, a matter of months they’d be 
“yes,” sighed Katherine. “Like, there seems tobe © in a year or two they’d own bili ates 


a sort of built-in elasticity in the dimension we call , they’d own the Earth! And 
time. [can stretch it, but after an hour it snaps right ™ be able to stop ior becaiee a eadlick — 
pack to where it was. Which is the present.” 4 in time, find out our counter-moves ai ape pass 
“you mean,” [ said, running my eyes around the to foil our plans even before we tho a take steps 
basement lab for something [ could use to cut my Bestial! ught of them... 
bonds, “that you can project yourself forward or back='@ Si P 
ward in time, but only for an hour 2” Bs ow lucky that Katherine 
“Right. After that—snap! I’m wrenched right back | the Time Funnel couldn’t posathiy lai mad, that 
to the force center focussed on the control chair! Or so, sob, I thought at the time... 


“A major defect,” L sneered, pretending to belie if 
her prepostrous tale. eanwhile Katherine was bendin 

“Not really,” frowned Katherine. “Once I get som puter—a stance which emphasized the fugit : ence 

of the other bugs out—like the trouble [ have pick! of her hips, the rounded magnificence of her teacente 

nly 


the exact spot in time [ travel to-it won’t matter {a feminine buttocks so inadequat 
the least.” a mini-bikini she wore. istely Covered by the: red 


“All very interesting, u 
your TF Machine will prove of minor interest, 
historians, archeologists and fortune-tellers. 
hardly profitable, [ should say.” , 

“Oh yeah?” sneered Katherine. “wouldn’t you like We 


: « ; “Seems tob 
yawned. “And no 4 oe a pipette nae run,” she murmured, 
keueee ip?” [ sneered. “Give my regards 
a ane or any cavemen you meet... Heh, heh!” 
Ee going myselfthis trip,” muttered Katherin 
evidently missed the sarcasm in my he, 
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And maybe catch = 


“Just going to make a test run. 


something.” 
“The Black Plague, Lhope,” I chortled. 
But Katherine, intent on her mad scientisting, igs | 


nored me. And busied herself baiting a kind of cage = Fs 
trap, one just big enough to catch a cat in, if one 


cared to trap cats. 

Then, the trap bait 
cage-like contraption she fanci 
and placed the trap on the seal 
After which she adjusted severa. 
quickly skipped out of the Time Fu 
barred door behind her as— 

ZAP! 

A blue flash filled the room. 

[blinked—then gasped. 

The trap which had been res 


Funnel’s control chair was gone! 3 
Then [ smiled to myself. A mere sleight of hand. 


magic trick. The trap was inside the control chair, 


of course. 
“Do we, 


trap to snap back to us thr d, 
Katherine shook her head. “Objects—like clocks or @ 


people—register an hour’s time lapse. But they return = 
to our time in just under three seconds. That trap 
should be on it’s way back about now and— t 

ZAP! 

Again the blue flash a 
tack on the seat of the con’ 
contraption she called the Time Funnel. 

And there was something—a pat it looked lik 
inside it. 

“wonder what I’ve caught ud 
opening the parred door to the so-called Tim 
and trotting inside to pick up the trap. 


ed, she stepped inside the also 
ed was a TimeFunnel | 
t of the control chair, 
1 knobs and dials then 
nnel, closing the 


ting on the Tim 


heh, heh, have to wait an hour for the 4 
ough time?” [ sneered, 


nd—surprise! The trap 
trol chair inside the barr! ee 


mused Katheringay 
e Funngs 
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“My!” she exclaim “Whi 
ssi ed, at a lucky catch! Isn’t 
And she trotted 
= over to show me what was in the 
[ looked, Just as I'd fi 
red, 
bat. Most likely a—good enent ee 
It wasn’t a bat! 
It, gasp, shudder, was 
Mt A a baby pterydactyl! 
Quark!” commented the baby reeeiat 1, fix 
me with a beady red eye, ee 
P F 
rb what it likes to eat ” murmured Katherine. 
mri aad bres up—people!” [ gulped. “At least 
i ¢ r movies I’ve seen are a 
time Pires did you send the trap to?” sie ia 
out fifty million BC,” said i 
t li Katherine, “ 
at e Oe [ might have been millions pce 
4 ye ess of me not to have sent a camera. The 
ee is “ee ne a picture of the night sky, By eine 
ositions of the co; i ; “ 
could then tell me the exact ae eo ee 
Unless,” I said, “you : 
ieee . : ier toland your camera 
Z : 
si ag a oa aera ready to find fault,” 
. “But a : 
that my Time Funnel ones eens 
“No,” [ snapped. “I still don’ 
i lon’t believe i 
“But you saw it work!” raged on e. 


here’s a baby pteryd: ; 
call him ee ydactyl to prove it. [ think [’lL 


bse my name,” I snapped. 
atherine nodded. “His bead: , 
. ly red eyes remi 
8 lot of you. Perhaps he’s a distant ici es era 


But no. He looks 
. more lik 
Here Oscar, here Oscar!” e an Oscar than a Trevor, 


a replied the baby pterydactyl 
€ knows his namel” cried Katherine. “How 
e ’ 
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5 a ier’ 
can you possibly fail to believe my Time Funnel | 
now, 
eg? as 
aS aes » [ said, wishing I aS Lscinaiet 
é brow, “ 
i sweat from my y ] : 
that eee { will undoubtedly go insane. So, to 
- . oe 
preserve my cet t “ , 
ene 
Even a. i siapeteel,” Ee Re F 
cio this cute little prehistoric mons’ oe ig 
ope: idea. A, heh, heh, horrible ae be . 
idea. A, ’ ; = 
Pte. Vll suggest that KRUNCH build a 
g 


” 


Funnel. And bring back some really enormous pre= % 

Funnel. 

historic monsters. Which w 
itie: laughs.” , , ‘ 

oon tiendl® { gasped, tugging frantically and foo! 


uldn’ 
ishly at my bonds. Foolishly because I knew I couldn’ 


possibly break the ropes. ‘All [ could do was—crack{. «| 


e can let loose in major 


ey 
[’d broken the chair! 


den in Clarkge © 
| Like everything else woo ee 
i ce enous the chair was undoubtedly termite 
v 
ae only goes to show that acting foolishly pays” 
off at times.) - 
L shot a surreptitious 
her hands and knees fo) 
fone sugar cubes. Evidently t 
7 7 
snapping the chair rung. Sis cardiac riche 
sly ‘wil y 
ie een or halt embedded in the rie 
hair rung. Perfect. Heedless of the goes ’ 
I re to gash Ae aa fo) 
to saw through the strands. wis 
ne et later [ had my hands free! C F 
ced the rusty nail loose... a 
Se doesn’t seem to care for Se 
muttered Katherine. “Maybe he’d like s 8 


my finger ona 


prefer tobelieve it doesn’t work, & 
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go open a can for him.” 

And she trotted off, her luscious rump rolling and 
swaying delightfully, / 

Like lightning I tugged loose the rusty nail, hacked 
at the ropes binding my feet, % 

And then—I was free] 


Free to (1) smash the time machine, (2) liquidate 


Katherine, and (3) spray the plants with 2,4D— 
just in case, 


First things first, 


I grabbed a wrecking bar—which no doubt had been 
used to open crates of scientific equipment—and leaped 
toward the Time Funnel which, as [ said, looked re=— 
markably like a lion’s cage witha gadget studded arm- 
chair in the center, 

{ wondered, as [ leaped, what purpose the bars 
were for. Most likely as protection for Katherine when 
she was operating the machine remotely—like if the 
machine brought back a saber toothed tiger, the tiger 
wouldn’t be able to get at her, : 

Well, the technical details weren’t important. Soon 
the Time Funnel—and KRUNCH Kolonel Katherine— 
would be nothing but a bad memory. 

I raised the wrecking bar, brought it down on the 
control studded chair as hard ag I could, 

“Don’t do that!” I heard a fe 
{ whirled just as Katherine, 
with horror and rage, 
after me, 
head, 


{ raised my own wrecking bar, stepped back go [ 


could swing and—fell sprawling over the control chair 
ag— 


CLANG! 


Katherine’s wr 
fashion, 


male voice scream, 
her green eyes wide 
Sprang into the Time Funnel 
another wrecking bar raised above her lovely 


ecking bar and mine clashed, saber 
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[ tried to roll free of the chair, my left hand grop- ! 


ing for a hand-hold. control 
8 Which, unfortunately, it found—one of the s CHAPTER/5 
knobs in fact. 
An instant later= 
ZAP! NAKED AND AFRAID I WHIRLED THROUGH SPACE 
He veloped us! ; 
A lina pomerre | a sickening sense of : and time until thud! 
I felt my stomach, felt as if my very body had dis- I arrived, 
patie ee v2 billion free floating atoms. All sensations Somewhere, : 
solved into andblur and merge, [felt myself whirl. ~ In a drenching cold rain, too... 
seemed to fuse : traveling... a I blinked, looked around, No, I was in a crude 
ing, spinning, baie spun and traveled [ groaned, = shower stall. Standing right alongside a horrified man 
And as [ whirle res who, until my arrival, had beenbusy soaping himself— 
Inwardly. , d to my= t least he had a cake of soap in his hand, 
Rar t, 0008, I groane my=, a : 
This time eT ee elf—and Katherine, no’ “Uh, how do,” I said, forcing myself to smile 
self, You've launched y fe casually, 


doubt—into time! ASC... ie “Awwwkl” gasped the young man. Then his eyes 
‘As indeed, sob, proved to be the c Rae rolled back in his head and he slid to the ground in 
a dead faint, 

Well, I could hardly blame the poor fellow. I’d 
be a bit shaken myself if a stranger from another 
time suddenly materialized beside me while I was 
taking a shower, 

Another time,., 

What time had [ rematerialized in? 

I looked around the shower stall. Crude, very 
crude. Corrugated metal walls. Roof open to the sky, 
No hot water tap, either... 

At that instant the crude door to the crude out- 
door shower stall Opened and a man who borea 
passing resemblance to Errol Flynn in a flying helmet 
stuck his head inside, 

“Come out of that shower, Max—you’re turning 
blue! And hurry—the Dawn Patrol is already three 
hours late for take-off!” 
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Oh, I thought, no...t 
Wordlessly I stumbled out of the shower stall, 


found a towel, began to dry myself. 
It was true... 
Lined up on the tar 
Camels and a like number of Ne 
chanics fussing wil 


their lips worriedly. 
“puil your finger out of your mouth, Maxi” 


gnarled the man who looked like Errol Flynn. “And 
get into that flying suit—fastl” 
“But—but there’s kind of a 
“For one thing my name’s Trevor, 
not a real flyer and—” 
“Treyor—Max—who care 


mac nearby were six Sopwith 
wport Scouts, me= 


mistake,” I protested, © 


g what your name is? 


can’t keep track of 


snarled the surly type who stood glaring at me. . 


keep complaining 
sending me kiwis with only six or eight hours flying - 
time! You poor devils don’t stand a chance...” of 
I gasped. The R.F.C.? U’d never dreamed the. 
Reconstruction Finance Corporation had had their 
own air force in World War I. But no—R.F.C. stood 
for Royal Flying Corps, of course. Careless of me to. 
have forgotten that the R.A.F. hadn’tbeen formed until 


the end of the First World War, when the Royal Flying <@ 
Corps and the Royal Naval Air Service had been” ™ 
ee 


merged... 


se 
“All [ can say, Trevor,” muttered the mustached 


character who was evidently my squadron leader, “1g = 


keep in tight formation. Pray. Hope for thebest. 
sharp and shoot straight, That will be your only 


chance to survive.” 


“Oh...” [ said, climbing into my flying suit—ton ©] 
RS 


what else could [ do? 


th them, goggled pilots chewing | 


not Max. And Vm y 


all the replacement pilots they 47 


send me. And naturally you’re not a real flyer. PG’ 
about the R.F.C.’s practice of 3° 
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“It’s sound advice, 1, 
, lad. The exact same 
oa pe to other brave lads, such sgt : 
len ark pi Frank, Joe, Walter, Mark, 
Lene Clyde, Dick, Scott, Michael, Dan and 
« ” 
oe, ate said. “And, uh, what happened to Harr 
Fe » Robert, Frank, Joe, Walter hae 
» John, Clyde, Dick, Scott, Micha ; 4 
aa » Michael, Dan and 
The squadron leader sa 
and jorked peices = idnothing. He just grimaced 
Lamentable,” [ said, “ 
. “[ mean, rough bi 
Bibs ced I thought—Stall! Stall any bere tee sd 
re ts just an hour, less than an hour now. ny 
whisked back through time to the rel: dis 
eine elative safety 
ae another thought struck me. 
y are you lookin; : 
Ped Rah ete g around, Trevor?” frowned 
“Uh, I was looking for 
have come—with tie? [ ee ge rare 
No mascots allowed aloft ; 
ae your plane—number te aud secon 
es sir,” [said, “Uh : 
; . you wouldn’t consider givi 
me an hour’s instru eteker 
ent oe ction on the ground before take= 
“You have a choice, T: ‘4 
ho sae ea , Trevor!” raged the squadron 
ae plane, or be shot for cowardice 
So [ got into the 
plane. A battered Newpo 
operas Pelsipiea . fing “Whatever jon pare 
6 e of the rudd i ; 
can oe get. Aircraft is aentte or age he 
a 7" pointed at a row of crosses painted on th 
he my plane, “See those?” aa 
nodded. “Enemy aircraft shot downby this plane” 
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the Germans. Bul 


alive long enou 
field. Now, I presume you've 


m 


eer. [ listened 
on my knowing what I w: 


throttle was?” 
one power setting— 


you should survive, that is, you jus 
the engine on and off. 


stall—I mean 
and...” 
he mechanic had drawn a Webley 


Meanwhile, far below ' 
; I could mak 
eerener Tes anattack was in sheeted sy sik 
ra: ° 
me gray beetles, were lumbering across the 
Interesting. [’d never tank 
ue ae era observed a battle from 
STREAK! STREAK! STREAK! 
deamon Flashing past my wings! 
rned my head. Hurtling down o 
ut of the 
nee He be dozens of enemy wlancal BORkAt 
eet aoe : 7 Linke Gaily painted planes with 
cast g from their guns! The Flying 
Screaming—in defiance. 

; not fear, of j 
yanked back on the stick, CQ Ne eeu 
Hepa , looped, dove, madea split-S 

THUNK! THUNK! THUNK! 
Sika ie into my frail aircraft. 
ed sharply to the ri : 
ght—turn 
mage pay D-7 snarl by, the pilot oaeitee at oe 
hs ough her goggles as her long co ot hate 
uttered behind her. pacino 
Se eo Kolonet Katherine! 
rolled over on my ba 
rolled again. I was ba henwe big prespie sims 
Bigs triumphantly I thumbed the safety off. 
, oe a of slugs from my twin Lewis guns final 
ns wid a imsy Nev ST ens a oe ptse reget Cackling inwardly [ watched ae 
absurd—the whole engine rotated, Aside from making a) KRUNCH Kol 1 Kal Miva trgsiagonteems 
the aircraft appallingly dangerous to take off and land=tg “Just sake eit? ane ae 
or even keep flying straigh —it di ; WHAM! BLAI MD ee hee 
the mechanic had told me: the tremendous torqueg Archie sh rome 
allowed the plane to turn to the right well ins German sack Bios ind raetn tangel 2-2 
to turn to ner ta. eae ers had me in range! 
ocked and bounced, and even over the 


German fighter. 
case. 
shattering crash of the anti-aircraft shells exploding 


head. “Pilots of this plane killed by ve 
t each and every Jad managed to stay ~~ 
old number five to the 

never flown anythingthis _« 
alittle fast instruction.” By 


‘And he began talking faster than atobacco auction= % 
s best Lcould. Like my life depended 4 " 
“84 


ag doing. ‘sf 
te? [ mean Leftenant?” he finished, | 
«yh—where did you say the —4 


He shook his 


gh to return 


odern before, SO Pligive you 


“Got it, ma 
“t think so,” L said. 


Scout, sir. Just the 

low down to land, if 3 

t keep switching @ 

Now—on your flipping wayl” 4 4 

» { said. «First [ want to 

this aircraft 
“ig 


“No throttle on the Newport 
full out. TO S 


“In just a few minutes, 
learn the stall speed of 


and was aiming it at my head. 
ined the other eleven planes which a 
x the field in 


.455 revolver 
So I took off, Jo 
were already circ 
‘v-formation. Following instruc’ 
man-Charley position. A position, [seemed to reca 
which was the most vulnerable to peing shot downs 


What a nightmarel i 
Skilled pilot though [ was, Vd never flown anything: 
as wild as the flimsy Newport [was fighting to control ¥ 
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I could hear fabric tearing, 


twanging and parting... 
I was, I realized regretfully as my plane spy 
toward the earth out of control, done for... x 
Even the sight of Katherine’s scarlet D-7 plumme 
ing down trailing flames failed to cheer me. Mua 
at least. It was some consolation to know that a 
least [’d liquidated my foul female foe... Paget 
Meanwhile castor oil (a revolting additive 
gasoline in my opinion) was streaming back from t | 
ruined rotary engine, smearing my face and goggles” 
in approved war movie style. i 
“Farewell, cruel world!” I cried valiantly 


CRUNCH! 

My Newport spun into a haystack! 

Spitting hay, took off my goggles and 
around. Safe! And what was more, emerging from 
other part of the haystack was agirl—anude and lov 
young girl! : 

Things were beginnin| 

A lot better... 


wood splintering, struty - 


g to look better, 


“sacre bleul” cried the girl, who was 
French. “What 2 disaster!” 

“tt’s not as bad as all that,” I assured her, 
ing unsteadily out of the runins of my Newport, 
fortunately hadn’t caught fire. “I’m relatively.) 
harmed.” ‘Va 

“{ didn’t mean you,” snarled the shapely Fr 
girl. “I meant the plane—it’s ruined. Pilots the 
can always get, but a Newport Scout is 

«pahl” [ snarled. “If you’re so keen on bo 
hy aren’t you off rollis 


the Allied war effort, w 
ages or sending yellow feathers to men not in um & 
Instead of lolling nakedly in a haystack?” Bu =) 


«But Monsieur,” she protested. “They alsoPQaer 
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morale who only lie arou 
; ind nude in le 
am—or was—awaiting a brave Infantr Ca be es : 
morale [ intended to boost.” seis 
“[ see,” I. said “well 
; é until i 
— why not boost my morale co. aie 
ou—a mere lieutenant? A 
ne lan 
mae ned ee ied battle,” ree 
y battles have yo : 
Bais ag the enemy have claret gee 
ought. Counting women and chi 
child: 
eee rumored enemies of the ee pera 
SADISTO knew it, had [ killed? Lots. § td teat 
po ~ SO many [’d lost 
“So many I’ve lost count,” 
y »” [ said, 
a wai hero!” she enthused, tossing her lo 
r seductively, and then melting into my a: cea 
shameless hands reached for my tions ene | 
stripping off my flying suit. ' os . 
ph ppiacon interlude this promises to be, [ 
stroked the warm cont 1 
ae ; Cohtours of h i 
reo, rie Roe La + es ‘abu 
sree i atin loins, her— 
Suddenly [ was s i 1 
pinning through 
PO gc: : gh space ai 
“ o land with a thud, back insid ed 
. of the Time Funnel, seek hiss 
onfound it! Another 
five minu 
Abei For, sprawled a few feet on eae : 
4 CH Kolonel Katherine! cee 
er apa her with hatred while she glared at 
fare. ie ee hae her cheek and the inet 
- ir 
to : pois a too. Worse jade i cc 
ensed my muscl 4 
be : es to spring at i 
ae Surprise. My muscles poulin'e oo 
curious and a ph 
S yet unexplained side-effect of 
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1,” she hissed, “The act of returning 
paralyze the motor 


I thought you got 
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the Time Funne 
to the same time period seems to 
muscles for a few moments... 


shot down?” 
“{ plunged into a haystack,” I said. “Andwas about 


to plunge into a yummy young French girl when” 
“ZAP,” chuckled Katherine. “My plane fell into 
a pond, A gallant German aristocrat pulled me out, 
ripped off my flying suit to look for wounds, smothered 
my naked body impulsively withkisses, flung me impul- 
sively to the ground and then, before he could even get 
his riding britches off-” ; 
“ZAP,” [ agreed. “Uh, 
in the same place?” [aske 
my muscles—my aim being, of course, tokeep her talk- 
ing and distracted until [ could spring at her and finish 
her off. An unfair tactic, perhaps; but we triples} 
zero SADISTO agents don’t hold with fair play, 
“’m not sure,” frowned Katherine, who also seemed 
to be testing her muscles. “I think perhaps the 
difference in our weight has something to do with it, 
Like you being so much heavier, you sort of skidded 
a bit, in space if not time. Evidently we landed in™ 
the same time period but a few miles apart. [, 
rematerialized in a shower at a German airfield, 
Wearing only my red bikini—which is now lost in 
time, alas.” 
“tmteresting,” I mused, still testing my muscles 4 
which still didn’t respond to my commands, “Theré 
must be something about water that attracts time 
travelers or vice versa.” i 
“Ryidently,” agreed Katherine. “Well, I was about’ © 
to saunter out of the shower with the intention Of 
passing myself off as a Teutonic camp follower: 
I speak excellent Low German, of course—when Lhe! 
this officer type outside reading a proclamation frou 


how come we didn’t arrive 
d, cautiously trying to move 


See ee eed hel yy 


\ 
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the Kai, 
= aa apne ae a German fliers should be on 
pare Spies. So [ had no alternative 


into a bu: i 
on patrol,” Iky flying suit. And join the Baron 


“Fascinating,” [ 
‘ ; said. I tested 
again, aoe 
= . = move! I looked around fs oe pect 
Mil e. Ly ae a bie be in the ponent 
i a on! i 
: some may Bue shri hope it would contribute 
u idn’t need a ing 
Pipers wrecking bar to wreck KRUNCH 
Grim i : ) 
ee Poo horribly I sprang at her, just as she 
eb net Fe isla gine she had a German 
ead . The crafty wench. had brought 
Wari 
we ies! - yee each other, Katherine now and 
paged aa me with her bayonet while [ dodged 
a. - my karate-trained fingers, Sh i 
or two about close fighting, did aries Hit 
oop g, did Katherine, But 
Adroi 
Piedaie . aoe be pretended to lose my 
peer pai she lunged for the kill, I deftly 
The bayonet went i 
flying and 
gear oe around her co hoe ate 
hes . 
es aera _ KRUNCH Kutiel” [ snarled as, out 
at ie ee my eye, [ saw the bayonet soar u 
an. Right on top of a control ioe 


“Oh nol” I groan 
ZAP! ed as— 


We were off again 


CHAPTER/6 


NAKED AND ANNOYED, I WHIRLED aie = 
fourth. dimension, helpless to do anything Pap gents 
see teeth and hum a few bars of Time Is On My 
until— te 
oe teed No=—I was in a fairly Crk : 
ol. In open country. Rather pretty —— a Fi 
id ashore, brushed water off my still—or aga x 
dy, looked around me. ; 
es, oak andbeech forests, bern arn : 
are flowers, skylarks singing—the este a 
se Where could [ be? New England, eel ». 
this countryside was i pa ochre at “ eae 
. Close by [ could he Z 
eee — then an off-key male baritone volee gi 
ee than Bert! Sir Ajex Achilles is—stronger | 
t!” sang the off-key bar one. 
gr a I ae nakedly behind a _— ert. F 
me cantered a knight in white armor! Astride t 
in ditto! 
en by the river—I shall oy Pec, q 
Bert’s liver!” sang the atrocious-voiced " . a : 
then he saw me. Reined to a stop. Levele: ‘ 
yn from yon bush, naked villain!” he commana 
I looked around for a tree to climb. rr ares 
enough. Smiling ingratiatingly [ rose from é 


ae bodkins, what an odd bodkin thou art!” gasped 
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in what—thanks to my thorough 
in languages—[ Tecognized to be 


the white knight, 
SADISTO training 
Olde English, 

“Trevor's the name,” [ said, 
Knight of the, uh, Round Table, 
Sir Ajax?” ; 

He nodded, thereby causing—CLANG!—his visor to 
shut. He tugged it Open again angrily. “I tend to doubt 
your tale, luckless wretch!” he Snapped. “Methinks 
you look more like my sworn enemy, Sir Bert the 
Saracen! Be good enough to don thy armor and mount 
thy charger, so [ may joust you good!” 

“Well,” [ said, backing away discreetly, “1'q like 


to, but the fact is, [, uh, don’t have any armor, Or 
t horse for that matter,” 


“Then thou art no kni 
sorcerer!” 

And with that he ra 

What to do! 

I looked around. No 
Dive into the stream 
deep. 


“I mean—Sir Trevor, 
You, [ take it, are 


ght! You die now, presumed 
ised his lance and charged, 


tree close enough to climb, 
? No=—it was only a few inches 


pointed at my navel, 
lance a bit, 
The cad! 


Still [ held my ground, Moving nota muscle until hig 
horse was almost on top of me. Then [leaped into 
the air, waved my hands and trumpeted like a bull 
elephant, 


Completely spooked, the great white horse whinnied - 
in panic and reared, Causing Sir Ajax tom 
CLANG! 


Slide off backward and hit the ground hard, 
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While the horse trotted nervously off 2 few yardg ; 


to await developments, [raced over to the fallen knight, 
raised his visor. Out cold. z 


Deitly—or as deftly as I could—I stripped off hig’ 
armor, put it on. It felt clammy and cold againgt =. 
my bare flesh, put it was better than nothing. Then pe 
frowned. I could have stolen Sir Ajax’s long undep=: oi 
wear... Well, no matter. The important thing wag, 3 


[ was armored. 
Now all I had t 


hour, and [ was home safe. 4 
Mounting the horse wasn’t easy, considering thes 


weight of my armor, put eventually [ managed it by == 
tethering the horse to one end of a partly fa 
tree, then waddling up the tree trunk until L coy 
drop into the saddle. ‘ 
‘And then, with a cheery wave at the red-faced an ; 
fisteshaking Sir Ajax, who had just come to, L cante ‘ 
away along the forest trail. Bas 
With any luck, I mused, I may encounter KR' NC 
Kolonel Katherine. Naked and defenseless. How ah 
scream as [ plunged my jance through her s 
body... 
Well, she had it coming. 
She and her confounded Time Funnel... 
Yd fix her wagon, even if I had to chase her 
the end of, shudder, time... “iy 
Meanwhile [ continued to canter along, singing 
‘On My Hands and My Time Is Your Time and d 


the Olde English scene, also scenery. f 
Thus singing and cantering [ turned a Col 


the forest trail to see before me—a witch! ., 


No, just an old crone. i 
“Yo there, old cronel” [ shouted jovialltes ; 
or ( shall Samm 


good enough to jump for your aged life, 
thee down for kicks|” ; s 


co do was keep out of trouble for an 
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a 
Yi F 
a iaias Hee Sir Ajax!” wailed the old 
rone. ax, aren’ id 
nize your escutcheon pee oa eigecibiaiaia 
eit glanced down. [ hadn’t realized 
ae oa yaar no, the chain mail flap “4 es 
place. n I smiled. Of coursel S| a 
n ; he meant t! 
ae ai penne Lacking seumbatidlisennegiaten, 
lle rried distinctively painted shield 4 
crone “There prea sinie: se AS aie ad 
. i i 
pane pea i t aa a’fighting, a wrong 
Roa [ said. “I have an appointment.” 
ut gentle good knight! A fair maide 
menaced by a dragon!” ee 
“ 
ad pre S.P.C.A, Or rather, the S.P.C.M.” 
ee ou art president of the Society for the 
padi ruelty to Maidens! You must ride t 
act et oo tied hand and foot 
or » COpper-red hair and jade green 
[ pursed my li 
ipS—a gesture wasted y 
ech fyee sg I had my visor pen peng 
; eyes : 
ere y And is her flesh copper-gold, 
Fiera You know the maiden?” : 
z ” 
ba, ig hail H ne “Okay—point the way. I'll 
para e€ as [ see fit once [ reach the 


“Oh n 
oe 0, thou won’stl” bellowed a strange male 
( tur 
ae goon <a ge squinted through my visor 
2 racine ght aboard a coal black horse! 
ta - the Maiden Molester!” gasped the 
way a was he who tied up the fair, or mor 
mecut at il li fleshed maiden—after fir, i" 
ripping her—and then left her tothe teuder 
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mercy of any passing dragon! 
“tndeed I did’st!” boasted the black knight. “Though 


as it happened, [ had’st no need to strip the fair 
maiden—she was fair naked when I found her., [ had’st 
merely to molest her at my leisure—though in all 
truth she seemed to rather welcome my advances— 
then tie her up as ye bait for ye dragon.” 

“Hear the wicked knight boast!” gasped the nosey 
old crone. “Art thou not going to do’est something, 
Sir Ajax?” 

“why, yes,” I said. “dq like to shake your hand, 
Sir Mordred. You’re my kind of knight. Mind iff 
molest your captive a little myself?” 

“You liest!” roared the black knight. “You plannest 
to rescue her! Prepare to meet my charge, Whitey! 
Thou shalt soon samplest a taste of black power!” 

And with that he charged. 

I tugged at the reins, signaled my horse to turn 
right rudder fast so as to flee the scene. But the con= 
founded horse was too well trained. At the sight of the 
charging black knight my white stallion charged to 
meet him. 

What to do? I struggled to remember my jousting 
lessons—an elective course during SADISTO basic 
weapon training. Ah, yes—raise lance. Aim same. 
Raise shield. Cower behind same. 

‘And so we thundered toward each other, the hooves 
of our mighty armored horses making the ground shake 
with the titanic power of our approach. 

“How exciting this isl” giggled the blood-thirsty 


old crone. 


I tensed, tried to aim my (incredibly heavy) long «4 


jance. Not even a peep sight, let alone a ring sight 
on the dratted thing. I gripped it tight and— 


SNICK! 
=—my gripping hand released a secret catch, andan 
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extra five feet of la 
nce 
twenty-foot wood skewer! emit eb edad 
es vo deal, [ reflected, happy to know that, while 
- might be technically a Good Guy, he wasn’ 
cheating a little in lance length , = 
moment later the tip of my extra-long lance 


smacked into Si d i 
eaten ir Mordred’s black shield and— 


—broke off, 
And a fraction of a g 
ec i i 

breast-plate dead center a a ee 

ZONK! CLANG! 

—sent me flying thr i 
Pai ying ough the air to land painfully 
ie anything hate, [ mused as I passed out, 

ack knight who puts me in my place ; 


I came to in another ; 

: sylvai 

haired girl bending over oe ii begeuue 
I struggled to sit w ; 

3 ip. Found—though hardly t 
surprise, the way things had béen. goin aie sed 
again naked, ees 
or in a " dead tree was what was left of my. 

rectly Sir Ajax’s—armor. I wi " 
the big dent in the fro ee 
nt of my breast: 
! ont plate. S 
ns body. shop was going to have a devil ofa pap 
cing that dent out... 7 
I turned back to the ra i 
ven- 
eae n-haired girl, 
ea siesta fell to her ankles, her eyes were 
es eautiful, her lips red and luscious, and her 
biol st raphy > le naked, but the filmy gown she 
sparent [ could see ever: 
cere of her voluptuous young oe en ey 
eg ion pink of her aureoles and the rose-bud red 
er nipples were intriguingly visible through her 


NTE STR j 
sic iad ist Sh he ee 3 eg 
CEE TS RE 


70 THE SIN FUNNEL 


garment, 
“Ho there, fallen knight!” 


“Merlina’s my name—magic’s my game...” 
I frowned. “You’re a sorceress?” 


“Yes, Do you mind?” 
“Uh, not at all,” [ said, looking around some more 


and seeing=KRUNCH Kolonel Katherine! Tied naked 
and helpless to a tall oak tree! 

“Pay no need to yon struggling maiden—or more 
correctly, former maiden, for Sir Mordred has 
wreaked his lusty will upon her, [I believe. She’s 


scheduled for devouring by a dragon shortly.” 
“Come now,” frowned, “surely a weaver of magical 


she murmured, 


spells like you, Merlina, is hip enough to know that + 


dragons are mythical creatures!” 
“Shhh! Don’t spread it around!” she cautioned. “Ye 


local yeoman and peasants aren’t wise. You guessed 
it—the local dragon is a big phony. Made out of cloth 
and skins, with bellows blowing smoke from its 
nostrils. Takes twenty knaves inside to move it. 


But boy, is it realistic looking—at least from a dis= 
tance.” 

“Fascinating,” I said. “Uh—why go to so much | 
trouble?” 


“To intimidate the peasants, of course. Like they’re 


all spit scared of dragons. Hence happy to pay big | 


taxes to support us sorceresses, knights, barrons, = 


lords, ladies, jesters, court musicians and other *| 


members of ye Establishment. On account of they | 


think that only knights can save them from dragons.” 


“what a clever political ruse,” [ mused. “In my (9 


day—I mean, in future times, [ have no doubt that 


military rulers and semi-military rulers will adopt _ 


the same gimmick: scare the pants off the the local 
population by pretending the nation is menaced by 


frightful enemies. Then they’ll vote big taxes to support e 
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Be Peer ET, C.LA. etc.—and other well paid 
embers o: e Establishment. Uh, 
to the menaced maiden?” ae 
“She gets dragged into the heh, heh 
mouth of the 
fake dragon. Where she gets chopped _Uup by real 
knives, thereby providing real blood and realistic 
screams to impress ye local yokels.” 

Most ingenious,” [ approved. “Uh, may [ volun- 
teer to serve ag head man in your local dragon? [ 
have a score to settle with yon maiden,” 

Be our guest,” cooed Merlina. “But first—would’st 
mind if [ practiced a few erotic spells? On you?” 

“Be,” [urged her, “my guest...” 

And before [ could say ods bodkin, she had flung 
off her flimsy garment and was Swarming all over 
me... 

Erotically, passionately, fervently... 

Also nakedly and effectively. 

Carried away by the ardent lustiness of her ad- 
vances, [ surrendered to the pleasing provocation of 
aie capa the Henne. inferno ofher lips, the pneu- 

ushioniness of her breasts i 
eile , the soft enticement 

How curious, I mused to m: 

yself, that of all the 
arts and sciences, sex alone has not improved through 
the ages—or, to put it another way, sex was already 
so great when the human race discovered it that no= 
body has been able to improve upon it... 

Meanwhile, Merlina continued to swarm all over 
ae ee fondling me, caressing me, hugging 
» Squeezing me, stroking me. i 
demonic desire... , oe 

[ reached for her, savagely, brutall; 

f ly, Cupping and 
ne crushing the fervent spheres of her recat, 
_ her avidly as she bit me, clawing her soft 

esh, crushing her to me, glorying in the golden 
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glowing contact of her flesh against mine, her softly 
feminine flesh against my hard, masculine flesh. 

Wildly we writhed and rolled, frantically we 
wrestled and interlocked our limbs, squirmed and 
strove against each other, each aching with the un- 
leashed passion each felt, eachhadto unleash, yearned 
to unleash upon the other. 

Male flesh and female flesh, feminine ferocity 
and masculine lustiness met and matched as we rolled 
rapturously in the sunlight... 

My hands moved down to grasp the rolling, writh- 
ing hemispheres of her buttocks as [ pulled her to 
me, as my fingers sank deep into the rich rapture 
flesh of her rump—kneading her, grasping her, grip- 
ping her, pulling her tight to me as her loins lashed 
me in a frenzy of swirling, sliding, surging, super- 
sensual sexual excitement. 

Moments later [ had her beneath me, had her 
squirming and open thighed to my advances—and [ 
pinned her down and thrust into her, pushed and plunged 
into her, lanced between her thrilling thighs to thrust- 
ingly explore the tight-gripping excitement of her 


body... ‘ 
And she detonated beneath me, rolled and writhed 


beneath me, surged and seductively subsided beneath < 


me.. 


and jerked and shook beneath me... 
As my fingers sank deep into her fun flesh, as [ 


pulled her demandingly to me, as [plunged rapturously 3 


Twisted and turned beneath me, heaved andbucked ~ 


into her, as [ pumped and pistoned her, as [ drove her © 


wild with ecstatic ecstasy, as [rammed and jammed = 


her past the golden point of no return, as we merged 
and surged together toward the ultimate reality of 
existence... 


wv 


2 


. 


As we jumped and humped together, merged and ~ 
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surged together, met and melded to; 

‘ ; gether—sea: 
pulsingly, jettingly, fountainingly, ae 

: I clasped her nude body as she clasped me, [ 
clutched her as she clutched me—and together we Iti 
mated beyond belief,., oa 
After which we rested. 

‘My, thou sure art talented. 

t |, erotic spell wise!” 
gasped Merlina, “Let’s practice a little more bac 
Conjuring—we haveth over an hour before ye dra 
is slated to devour yon maiden,,.” oe 

I sat up abruptly, 
Sy hour? [ don’t have that long!” 
eaped to my feet, grabbed Sir Ajax’ i 
sword, sprinted toward the tall oak he penn 
Beer was tied, naked and helpless f 
ait!” yelled Merlina, “ \ : 
fiegoaencs « “Yon maiden is reserved 
“You’ll just have to 
get another maiden,” I yell 
ep ee I cackled as [ raised my inet 
ory to hacking off Katherine’, 
“has to be dealt with before—” eis bac hiaaaeh ng 
ZAP! . 
Foiled again, [ fumed as, no di 
loubt to the amaze- 
ment of Merlina, Katherine ‘and I vanished in a a 


of blue light— 
time... ght—on our way to renew our feud in our 


CHAPTER/7 


, 
AGAIN SPRAWLED INSIDE a ae 
2 ain naked, and again unable to a 
oe he time being, Katherine and [ glared at each ge 
a least, [ glared at her at pee spot ; 
realized that she had gee na ee poe rh 
ill bound, Fs 
her hands and feet stil qo ae 
i ith Sir Ajax’s shining sw ‘ 
k to our time with Sir , $s 
se hand, [ stopped glaring and began leering and ke 
i ing horribly. es 
mere youre doomed, this time, sala eer i 
ine,” i “We'll both rega F 
atherine,” [ giggled. “We t Re 
is move our muscles at the same oT ce ae 
i 4 that you’ e 
And while [ don’t doubt ; , eat 
f ik you'll be able to 
rself { don’t, heh, heh, thin! : 
the job fast enough to prevent my chopping you up good 
i is sword.” ; ; 
ary you’re right,” sighed Katherine. “What a 
pity that such a promising career in as mtd 
i ited, 
a close... So many crimes uncomm y 
one undone, so many ghastly plots eee 
“Those are the breaks,” I said callously, + oft, HE 
“Just one thing,” begged Katherine. “Cu me ie 
you must, my young fair head, but spare the Tim ks 
!” she said. 
ee ” { gritted, “but my orders were to i 
a KRUNCH Field Station, And destroy it Week, 
as soon as [ can move my sword-wielding an Z 
‘ ae 
-smashing muscles.” ; 
sea the Time Funnel is priceless! A booa 


' 


to man and girl kind! Also it represents weeks and 
weeks of hard work on my part!” ; 

“Tough,” [ said. “But Pm not trained to make 
technical evaluations in the field. [ just follow orders 
blindly and brutally, Ah, [ feel the first tingling of 
muscular control returning! Yes! [ can now stagger 
to my feet, raise my sword over your helpless head 
and=OOF!” 


And well might 1 cry oof!—for KRUNCH Kolonel 


Katherine, dirty fighter that she was, had uncouthly ~ 


drawn back her shapely if tied legs and then driven 
them into my stomach, causing me to momentarily 


reel back until [ collided with the control chair of 
the Time Funnel and= 


Yes... 

ZAP] 

Away we went again... 

Where to now? [ mused dejectedly as [ felt myself 
cartwheeling through the-fourth dimension. From the 
brightness of the blue flash and the loudness of the 
ZAP sound [ had the unhappy feeling that this time [ 


was off on an extra long journey through time, 
And how right I was... 


SPLAT! 


I rematerialized (somewhere in time) sprawled in 
a mudhole, 

Spitting out foul-tasting mud, [ lurched toward 
semi-dry ground, looked around, 

Hot, really’ hot sun Overhead. Rocky, primitive. 
looking crags, A riot of huge, tangled trees—but no 


ordinary trees; giant cyclamens and tower ing ferns and 
primeval palms, 


Oh, oh...I thought, 
And even as [ began to 


Suspect where I was, my 
Suspicions were confirmed! 


THE SIN FUNNEL . : 75 


if / 
H ‘ 
| 


4 pede 


THE SIN FUNNEL > 


76 


Half-a-mile away, 
valley full of giant ferns was 
jt a dinosaur, it was one 
meanest-looking dinosaurs I’d ever seenl 

I recognized it instantly as a—Stegalopoplis? 
Tyranawhazit? Brontoscope? Confound it! Why hadn’t | 


[ paid more attention during SADISTO’s crash course 


in paleontology? 


At any rate, whatever its generic and specifi 


name, it was areal mean-looking dinosaur. Sort of like 
a two hundred foot long iguana, with a spiked collar © 
and spikes sticking up from its back and tail—the - 
end of which was round and spiked like a mace, 
It was also, [ noted with alarm, coming my Way, 
‘At flank speed, with its big beady red eyes gleam: 


ing and it’s enormous sharp teeth showing ina ghastly” 


grin. 
There are times, [reflected, when even for a triples, 
zero SADISTO agent discretion is so much the better 
part of valor that valor isn’t even worth considering, 
So reflecting [ ran for my life, clutching my 
useless sword. a", 
Through steaming swamps and towering ferns, 
dodging giant dragonflies with two-foot wingspans, 
kicking aside foot-long ants, detouring past aten-foote 
long snapping turtle—while behind me {heard the thude 
ding squelch of the dinosaur sprinting in pursuit, 
Frantically [ ran, and ran and ra 

a huge stone cliff loomed before me! 
{t’s smooth basaltic walls were, { 
mounting horror, absolutely unclimbable. And the 

cliff—or more correctly, escarpment, ran for m 
in either direction! es 


Doomed! 4 
Or was I? In monster movie after monster mo 


whenever the hero got chased by a huge dinosa 


squelching through a marshy 44 
~adinosaur! Notonly was 
of the biggest, ugliest, 


n and ran until 
ee 2 


I noted with © 
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said huge dinosaur bum; 
a ped into a different 
serene And the two titanic reptiles at once Anes 
eee ‘3 one pro forgetting about the hero, who 
enty of time 
pe to escape .and start chasing 
Perhaps the mighty din 
Be aah: y dinosaur chasing me would meet- 
With my back to the smooth w: ; 
all of natural 
{ watched hopefully for another dinosaur. Not rpeers 
sight. Just the one thundering toward me. He was only 
a quarter mile away now, too. Almost close enough f 
me to smell his bad breath... cans 
And then—out of a towerin, a 
g grove of e 
ten Rein another enormous dindsaur! ‘A ditter- 
ent- ing dinosaur! This monstrous mon a 
\ ster 
ba hina ae around it’s neck, also the sate sree 
ob on its tail. It’s teeth, though, were 7 
just as big. 
It spotted the first dinosaur and Aces She te a 
to run clumsily but rapidly toward it, - 
Saved! : 
a [ — down and rested my back comfortably against 
e base of the cliff. ‘With any luck, the gigantic 
pales tii last a full hour—after which ’d 
atically snapped bai 
seeoinpepeniin ‘pp! ck to Sarawak and com- 
While [ made myself comfortabl 
e [ sparedacasu: 
pipe for my quarry, KRUNCH Kolonel Sharam 
ye eager somewhere close by? : 
r we traveled so far back in ti 
me that she’ 
skidded through space to land a thousand miles ion : 
fh ns active volcano, maybe... . 
eanwhile the two huge reptile, 
s ha 
— ee Glaring at each cher eerie! 
jo! They weren’t glarin, ich oth 
ig at each other— 
a at each other! Nuzzling each pre a 
even as [ watched, appalled, the first dinosaur 
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ged a huge taloned forefoot : 


nudged the second, then rai 
and pointed at me. The second dinosaur looked, nodded 


and then they both began thundering towards me! 
Confound itl [ almost wept as L scrambled to my 
shaking feet. Why did [I always have such bad luck? 
Why couldn’t the spiked dinosaur have met a (49 
ferocious foe instead of a female dinosaur he was — 


trying to make time with? 
Doomed again! 


But no! 
Suddenly, as if from the sky, 2 rope Janded at my = 


feet. Not just a rope, either, but a rope ladder! 74 
L whirled, looked up. High, high above me a human | 
face was peering down at me—a female human facel 
She leaned further out, motioned me to climb: 
a gesture which caused her newly revealed boobies 


to sway entrancingly. 
‘And what boobies! 
What 2 human female, for that matter! 
Rapidly [ began to climb the rope ladder as friendly 
hands above me began to haul it upward. Between 
my climbing and their hauling it wasn’t long before 
L was a good hundred feet up the smooth basaltic 
cliff. Just in time, too, for an instant later— 
CLUNK! CLUNK! : 
—huge jaws snapped hungrily just below m@ = 
Seconds later huge poulders were dropped on mé. 
ee 


from abovel 

No! Huge earthenware 
weren't being dropped on me, 
below. 

SPAM! SPAM! SPAM! 

As each big earthenware jar shattered it explod 
into flame. primeval Berkeley cocktails! Jars filled, = 
no doubt, with primitive petroleum, which must hav@% 
been common enough on the surface tens of millioas 


jars, trailing smoke; and they = 
put on the monsters 
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of years ago, bubbling to the 
a e surface as it 
today in Trinidad and the La Brea Tar Pits! pest rs 
wn bt aa rage, the dinosaurs clumped 
ow in the 
eine i nearest wallow full of water, 
Meanwhile I’d reached a wide 
natur: i 
=e pe to a huge natural cave palo ag 
standing cheering at : 
Pe ceo ig at my close escape was 2 
And what cave girls! 
Never, ever had [ seen such 

j magnificentl; = 
portioned women. Rich brown flesh, rich i nae 
a ue boner! ripe red lips and red finger : 
n ed with some si e 
ome pred ort of primeval vegetable 

And each and every luscious 
cave girl was naked 
= ee ee pagan princesses of the sai 
es pussycats! B.C, bunnies! Devonian dam- 
They clustered around me. 

1 patting me, strokin 
rubbing their lovely noses against me ‘in what. ee 
i ws a typical warm cave-girl greeting ; 

ne luscious lovely in particular, th : 

; e brown= 
eon brown-haired, brown-eyed peaity stintatoans 
me the rope ladder, was patting and stroking me 
fo sear! proprietory fashion. 
ee’s dinel By daw lim durst!” she sai 
| said sharpl 

7 what was evidently the local if primitive reed 
Ginders gleepers, moosers teepers!” oe 

seine, the other girls stepped back, 
me De pricggceity guardian smiled at me seductive- 
a : lere, mall, gark dan baturninely landsome 
ps r...” she murmured. “Dep linto ly posy dave...” 
” ‘ugging, I stepped into her posy dave—I mean her 
= Daeg communal cave, [ should say, tor the 
e. seemed to hang out there, though away 


ye bs > 
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fur curtains which separated 
what were evidently private cubicles. Bat 
“Dare kor dome bood?” my curvaceous cave cutie * 
inquired, offering me 4 primitive bowl of primitive” 
fruit. is 
[ 
chomp on it ‘while 
«Gy dame lis peeve, 
tress. She tapped her cap 


peated: “Peevel” d 
[ frowned. “Sorry to hear that,” [ said. “In may. 
Janguage ‘peeve’ is rather a stupid name for a gir” 
If it’s all the same to you, V’ll shorten that to 
Uh, my name is Anderson, Trevor Anderson.” 
“Dan—danderblum? Amberum? Adam?” 
“Adam is close enough,” [ shrugged. 
She beamed, Tapped her pountiful boobies. “E 


She tapped my...well, suffice to say she tapped m 


“Adam.” 4 
L nodded. “John Huston might not have type CAgk. | 


us for the roles, but what the heck.” z 
Eve beamed at me, sprea 
sit on. Which I did. Rather a curious fur rug, 
Like it was made of hundreds of tiny furs sewn 
gether. But that was understandable, { realized; 
Time Funnel must have landed me at least fi 
million years in the past—maybe a hundred ml 
At any rate, smack in the middle of the Age of 
saurs. a. 
And back then, of course, mammals had bh ; ® 
begun to evolve. Such mammals as there were WE 4 
tiny, furtive, rat-like creatures. so the only {aM 1 
these cave people could get would naturally be 
Then { frowned. “Say,” I gasped, blinking 2 
and then around at her tribe. “I don’t mean 
rude, but you and your entire tribe are bio 


frorh the main chamber 


nodded, accepted a primitive banana, began tp 
[ looked around. 

” confided my troglodytic tem 
tivating cleavage and re 


| 
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impossible, Like, your ve; 
independent scientific sels psi , nt = 

‘ ba soe raised Eve, eran 

s hard to explain,” [told her, “es 

gece beck a word tale tae 
a myo been isos dinosaurs never lived at ei 
evolutionarily ee tl ges t Rotaehede 
iGreen ae ut the time the dinosaurs 

Pp her head in béwilderment, 

, ” 
eee a I conceded, “that scientists no 1 
ssign such a short history to the human fa 
like species, Forty years ago human sity a 
believed to have evolved as we—or at 1 pone 
‘hem as recently as a hundred inne ay 
How, of course, in Africa have established thal cine 
like seb gosh such as Zinjanthropus and Ken ea 
oo poe Magee lived as much as tiie aaa 
7! : Beco and possibly twenty-five million 5 ss 
i se oe characters didn’t look a bit like Homo 
6 y were mere bl. oe 

ict Se and your tribe porep sal i 
oa ei Frowned harder, First at the perfect 
sone 3 sagen around at the beautiful peo, I 
iainpee ip her tribe. Her tribe, [-noted, didn’t 
sires y of gorgeous girls—there were cave : 
ae . res girls in the huge cavern, Though A 
is me nd a hundred per cent heterosexual, [’d a 

| the gis right at frst eg 

e@ men weren’t bad lookin; 
: e 

et ten oe them could pacts ee 
dro ofa TV series. wpe Sue ieeliee 

And while Eve was 

incredibly b 

ig = females of her rhe wath an. ery 

» In fact, could have won every beauty podbeet ane 


THE SINFUNNEL + 


82 


entered. 
What could it mean...? 
Meanwhile, Eve, tired of my looking around her 


cave and frowning, had begun to snuggle against me 
and nuzzle me with her lovely nose. 

L smiled at her, patted her lovely shoulder—then, 
despite myself, frowned again. Y 

Her eyes, while lovely, were different, Like her * 
pupils weren’t round but crescent-shaped, likea cat's! 
‘And her dainty ears—they came to a slight but, as >) 4 
she tossed her long black hair, clearly perceptible a 
point! ‘ 

Impossiblel 


And yet—why not? 
Homo sapiens was but one of dozens of human, 


semi-human or pre-human anthropoid species. Most of 
them had been pretty ugly by modern standards. But 
that didn’t mean that tens upon tens of millions of years 
ago, a species might not have evolved that, by chance, » 
resembled the ideal of physical beauty now held by 4 
Homo sapiens... 2 
There was, I realized as [ studied Eve’s lovely - 
face, something Caucasian, something Negroid, somes * 
thing Oriental—even something American Indian about <q 
her features. % 
Like the luscious lasses whi 
such racial melting pots as Hawaii or Trinidad... "4% 
Only Eve—and the rest of her tribe—had something 
extra, An almost extra-terrestial strangeness. Like, 33 
they looked like the girls from other planets once a 
depicted so exotically on the covers of science fiction | : 
magazines... 2 
{, Trevor Anderson, haddiscoveredanew, superior 
species of man (and girl) kind! Fame wouldbe mine ag. 
the first man to describe Homo perfectus, Anderson 


ich are the products of = 
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*Gon’t de bo dintros; 
pectivel” 
evidently peeved at my having git ie 
pars en lost in intro= 
Forcing myself to cu: 
rb my moun 
ap neal { turned and smiled nad pee 
¥ omeie nie cone The least [ could do was... 
paetetpende er. Only what did [ have that 
And even as E pondered 
, her lithe and love 
hands slid down my bare body. Suggestivel; ma 
obeue: ly». Also 
“?” she questioned with hi 
er eyes, 
oe eso patted her burnished brown rum: 
beer eg vi to her shapely feet, led = 
a 
eed ae een oe er of her cave to one of the 
Where she sank seducti 
vely d 
— Sa and reached up for me: pexeiia: re 
ugging, I flung myself into her ‘emb, 
ores what an embracel ne 
Y new species—for as discover 
er of this hit 
tua chlor) ee hig [felt a po 
erest in her and 
oe as superior sexually as in one a. 
ame peti ever had [-been stroked and canned and 
- a ios esa tir a slithered against so effec= 
: car 
a and slithered me frien, nad 
er whole body seemed to x 
: k ipple and 
erotically, dri i i were 
ce y, driving me wild with desire, crazing me with 
And when our bod: 
sae ies merged the fum got even more 
Homo perfectus, at least a: 
3 representedh 
Pa se incredibly adroit internal qiiaclis, § eee 
gnificent internal muscles began where Tahitian 
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Tahitian girls have over their internal muscles.,. 
Eve’s innermost muscles gripped me and squeezed 
me and shook me and tugged at me in a manner too . 
wondrous to describe. Her internal muscles were as * 
dextrous as 2 milkmaid’s hands, supple as asqueezing 
serpent, talented as a flute player’s fingertips... 
It was like being gripped a thousand fold, being - 
shaken as a terrier shakes a bone, being suctioned * 
by a soft, hot, liquidly exciting vacuum cleaner... 
Despite my best efforts to control myself, I felt 
myself being carried away by the erotic ferocity of 
her sexual technique... 
And moments later, shatteringly, pulsingly, ecsta= 
tically I detonated—as did Eve—and together we soared 
into the golden, glowing land of sexual glory...” 
Throbbing and thrilling as we soared... 
After which we rested. 
13 


one lovely elbow by my side. As 
“Det’s lake ba goo dinute dake,” she murmured, ” 


«9 | facial expressioned. 
She smiled, placed her lovely right hand over my 
heart, Then took my fight handand placed it under hei 


perfect left breast. 
After she’d repeated this a half-dozen times, 


caught her meaning. Since we Jacked a mutually under: 
stood symbol -for time, she was 
heart beat. 
poth hands, fingers extended, 
ing her fingers. 

How clever, 


kept on folding and unfold=: 


the average human heart beat—and came up 
minutes, Evidently she was suggesting we take a ty 
minute break before the next bout of sex. 


See memes | 


girls left off, in fact—and everybody knowsthecontrol 


Then Eve stretched langorously, proppedherselfon * 


using the human - 
‘After she saw [ understood, she held up _ 


I mused, as I counted the number of ae 


fingers she had held up, then compared same with (= 
‘with two.tes 
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I nodded, followed her back out into the 
Where I looked around again with ahaa gio 
Her tribe—the pitifully few who constituted what I 
recognized to bea completely distinct human species— 
~ bed i beautiful beavers. 

ooked at the adjoining wall and 

covered with magnificently erotic port ao joan 
the last time I’d been in 4 Playboy Club had I seen 
so many luscious female portraits on a wall 

And the paintings (done with crude animal and 
vegetable and mineral colors) weren’t just erotic— 
they were also of astonishingly high artistic value. 

Even as [ watched a shapely cave girl (Homo 
perfectus) picked up a crude brush with fur fibers. 
at the tip, and began to dash off a painting Van Gogh 
would have cut off his other ear’ to have been able to 
paint. And it took her only a minute to paint it, 

Then, evidently tiring of the style she’dbeenusing, 


‘the nameless artist of the dawn quickly painted a 


cave painting in the style of Renoir, th 
(but perfect) Matisse, a prime tonsceal rrp 
op art masterpiece... cain, Log betes 
Then, yawning, the pulchritudino 
us painter roll 
i ri back and, after attaching her brush to a ee 
ea oe sae a mural on the ceiling such 
e ipel would ha’ 
plein ve been proud to own... 
A few yards further down a cave an,” 
man, who looke 
. like a brown-skinned Rock-Hudson, was tee 
y fitting together lengths of hollow bamboo. Indoor 
Sag was being invented before my eyes! 
we “aga and almost tripped over a luscious cave 
: pulGact eens stone axe, in hand with what 
: a cart, g 
tee primitive And frowning 
I saw at once why: she’d invented’ the axle just 
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86 
fine, but her wheels were S 


didn’t roll right. ; 
smiling, [ walked over, picked up my (or more 
correctly, Sit Ajax’s) sword, walked pack, used the 


point of the sword to draw a circle around one of h 


square wheels. j 
val but devastatingly pretty planner 


The prime 
squealed with delight and understanding, and immedi. 


ately began to round off 
stone axe. 
Minutes Jater—her cart 


floor of the cavel a 
__ ‘Thanks to Trevor Anderson, petter known 2800 

the wheel had been invented at least five—well, may 
three or four—minutes pefore it would otherwiseh 


beenl 
While I rested, literally and figuratively, on ti sce 
sword, another cave girl dashed up, dropped to ‘And hardly had h 
shapely imees the better to examine my (or pome cave phe ie oe boetigrns but a cuddle- 
sir Ajax’s) sword. a Sq soment, nodded and then be ee drawing for a 
ger, touched it, squeMmmmgy povered boat. And after that 9 Sree acicncplte ail 
mobile and 


She reached outa shapely fin 
the sharp edge cut her finger. ¥ a crude airplane—first 
rat —first with flapping win 
; 3 but then, 


his head and dashed to a chunk of natural black slate 
? 


quare. Natur ally : rt h he b to sketch with a pi ‘al 
on hi 
whic. e began sketch wil piece of natur: Hi 


[ spared a moment togla 
ing. A poms steam sete) see Sakai 
ea Bitten pe : toe = he worked out the best | 
ae ves and piston/flywheel 1 
Astonishing... 
His steam engine could 
not be constru 
course, until a metallurgy indu: vali ara 
2 sti 
bot the cave girl a few yards pate ore) be 
bg her first iron ingots... er gerr | 
Meanwhile the precocious ca 
2 cA Reitey petroleum, oe bee igen na 
st (for his species) internal Shia 


rolled proudly across 


ed with pain as 
sping with scientific curiosity, she bent and # tfer the lovely cave 
the blade with her tongue. cd tor a few seconds, oot ounce the matter 
«gurekal” she cried, and dashed away to Her, ed wings and a crude 
Truly fantastic! j 
| 


flinging re! 
yeneath whi 
Incredible! After put one look at and 
a steel sword, she had extrap 
the first (for her species, 
In the space of thirty seco! 
Jeap-frogged from the stone to the iron agel a 
What astonishingly intelligent humans, t ra, the outl : 
And even as [ mused, 2 serious-looking CASSIE At this ant Lube ges engine... - 
_-who had been squatting staring at steam steam (bit within a matter of » Homo perfectus will be in 
a pot of primeval stew suddenly clapped his Sm *r0 by the end of the a and on their way to 


Eve’s tribe of superior hi 
uman beings 
pep the Rennaissance and the peur sib 
hae afternoon... oe 
- even as [ gasped, a tin 
# —but 
 aeono pee dba girl stopped sacking her panied Font ie 
‘aw onthe sand, with childish but cine 
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No doubt about it, these beautiful people were 3 


perfectly capable of... [broke off musing asa tiny child 

clutching a crude toy printing press dashed by me to 
jabber at a handsome young lad who was evidently her” 
father. I realized at once what the child wanted. 

having just invented the printing press, she naturally 

wanted her father to invent the alphabet, so she would. 
have something to print... 

Remarkable... 


What a talented species! i 
At this rate, this peacetul, friendly, intelligent = 
race of human beings would soon dominate i 
entire Earth. Fifty million years ahead of Ho 
sapiens. a 
No painful, misery-wracked struggle for s 
for them. No millenia of semi-apehood, no age; 
subjugated serfhood, no centuries of poverty—| 
were all set to zoom into the space age, the age 
automation and plenty for all. j 
And they were just the right color, too—richb: 
Years ago, ’d read the considered opinion of 
most educated and enlightened anthropologists, . 
their opinion had been that, despite the best 
of the world’s segregationalists—of all races—' 
a thousand years (of 1967) the human race Wo 
a uniform rich brown—the inevitable result of m 
white, yellow, white and red in the prevailing 
portions. + 
But Homo perfectus, almost as ifanticipating: 
divergences—and then convergences—of humanbe! 
were already of just the right skin shade. Not 8 
as to feel uncomfortable in the far North, but n0 
light as to suffer beneath the tropic sun. ‘oa 
In short, by accident, Homoperfectus had peri@g 
the ideal average human flesh color—sun-tau 


prown... iA 
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How exciting! 
I, Trevor Anderson, was witn 
essing the b 
the best in the human race! Soon these few tiene s 
of Homo perfectus would rule the Earth, and th the 
planets and the stars,., , age 
Then [ frowned, 
. be haga ‘4 rn perfect human species 
Sete ty million years before [’d 
But before [ could formulat. 
A scream rang out! pedeptdick 
A scream picked up by eve 
ry female (and m 
a Sgr rtgl o ned tiny Homo ae tribef 
i e entrance to the gi: 
which served as refuge and rese. ereargy 
arch cent 
few members of Homo perfectus tumbled poms - 
ladder after rope ladder! eh 
And down each rope ladder, s: 
» Snarling and 
page a, eae upon hundreds of Ades 
re ive 
— Willetts tireataear iia 
ing like deformed bleached b: 
abi _ i 
byger teeth—the horrid anthropoids pt el ed aa 
— constructed rope ladders. eet 
And each deformed, demented bi 
east Ww: 
ind 2 pointed stick or a thick club! ee 
eapons they put to immediate 
use in 
oe the startled members of the beatae 
lomo perfectus tribe! one 
7 ol eo white-furred anthropoid 
mster succeeded in bashi 
eetlie sean ashing or 
a passive Homo perfectus after Homo per= 


My newly discove: 
Also wiped out! red species was getting clobbered! 


Lt 
To arms!” I yelled, “Formez vos battions! Give 
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the dastards heckl” 
But, sad to relate, the richbrown-fleshed members ~ 


of Homo perfectus failed to respond to my call to F: 
arms. Possibly because they didn’t understand English, % 
At any rate, they knelt smiling in a circle, holding ® 
hands and singing what might, just possibly, have 
been a primeval version of ‘We Shall Overcome, 
And their primeval song was every bit as éffectivi 
as a Negro spiritual pitted against white robed Ky 3 
Klux Klanners intent on killing unarmed Negro chile 
dren... 1" 
Which is another way of saying that Homo perfectug 
got clobbered. Also pludgeoned and speared and ma 
sacred... 
As white-furred ape after ape leaped into comba 
swinging a club or wielding a sharp-pointed stick, 
And, leading the monstrous mob I spied—KRUNCH 
Kolonel Katherine! 
“KKK [ gasped. “How could even you be 8 
monstrous! Sans doute you and you alone are respon=. 
sible for this horrid attack! You, and you alone could’ = 
have constructed crude rope ladders for these x 
viously depraved white-furred apes! Only you cou 
have given them sharp-=pointed sticks touse as spear! 
fashioned knobbed sticks for them to use as clubs! 
“t did that, all right,” cackled KRUNCH Kolont 
Katherine. “But as should be obvious only for : 
own good. Also, inadvertently, your own 
“Yuh? I gasped. “ies 
“Don’t act dumb!” snarled Katherine. *So youd 
covered a race of superior humanbeings. Creeps WI 
fifty million years ahead of time, might have crea 
a paradise on Earth, tamed the dinosaurs and 809 
to the stars...” 2 
“pxactly!” ‘I cried, slashing at attacking W 
furred anthropoid monsters with my swinging sin 
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sword, 
“Well, I don’t aim to ha 
ve that happen,” 
aga “Kil them all, my savage rig ie 
WF a at 's beastly of youl” I fumed, hacking away 
a toy pace! snarling apes. “It’s contrary to the 
of evolution, too. Haven’t you hear 
d of th = 
eae i bongs Homo perfectus, Raeaa 7 
reli pecies than these atrocious anthro= 
“So,” sneered Katherine, “ 
; , “what? That rule 
fittest surviving is fine, unless you happen ec he ; 
tit Leeman In which case it’s Kill the Good Guy; > 
Sie ghey I raged, laying about me with my ad 
ee e a 0" A ee with much effect—there were just 
° : fed a spacey apes; it was all [ could 
oe ad A one save Eve’s tribe from 
“It’s a shame all these be: 
autiful, talented 
ae a Pe exterminated like sorte? Lain 
ces 7 ie you must see [ have no choice. If 
pe i se saben ies perfectus becomes extinct 
» an evolution willb 
Homo sapiens will never e ee 
volve. Whic! 
napa a es ancestors will never ie aa 
Sh back 
i eee to our time we'll vanish, Like 
[I considered her words whil 
e hackin 
- age ape after attacking ape. No cen 
4 we snapped back to Sarawak 
1967, we’d find a futuristic. meg 
tic world shaped 
he See a Lat ee cultivation, oe maid 
se ( 
ai never have stale. ene es 
ven so, if [I could, I would 
pie even though it meant I'd ee ae 
east [ think I would, pest 


nan eee mn 
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92 
“Goscar!” she cried. “Dow gid bou fet mere?” 


“Well I’ll be darned,” 
»” I chuckled. “ 
er you captured earlier must fies naaleosd 
girl’s pet. And, obviously, his name isn’ 1 
eke n’t Oscar but 
“Bah!” sneered Katherine 
; . And then an evil 
on semiah ce epee the use of my abate 
porn A e climbed to her feet. 
se ete hes ya ee late! Katherine was already 
r owing arm to hurl 
axe, And at that range i oie tae 
Bees ate ge she couldn’t possibly miss, 
No! For, like abolt ofbrown 
lightning, Eve 
sages hes Katherine. Undorstantahly, boo, pao ia 
ow erine had just wiped out her entire tribe 


I'never had the chance, though. Katherine’s savage Gs 
peasts outnumbered Eve’s tribe twenty to one, and § 
they’d had the advantage of surprise... : 

‘Now only two or three Homo perfectus were still 
alive, andseconds later only one—Eve. Bravely defend. 
ing herself with. a stick and makeshift shield, she 
packed toward me. And then, realizing that she wag” 
doomed, she dropped her shield and stick and flung 
her arms around me. The brave girl wanted to die ¥ 


jn my embrace... 
“Leggo, you s 
chancel [f I can jus 
against these charging apes, 
KRUNCH Kolonel Katherine 
may be snapped back to—” 


tupid broad!” [ yelled. “L have & 
+ defend myselfafew minutes more 
and duck the stone axeg 
ig hurling at my head 


ZAP! 
in a flash of blue light I snapped back to the Time Whirling to meet the unexpected atta 
Funnel in Clarksville, Sarawak. To find myself clutch: missed her aim, and the stone axe Biacelienealy 
ing a cave girll ‘vi against— essly 
Evel (What else?) 
—the control knob on the Time Funnel chair, re= 


gulting in— 
ZAP! 
This, [ morosed to m 
yself as [ again f 
whirling through the fourth dim poi ie ‘ound myself 
monotonous... » is getting 


But of course... She’d been embracing me so 
that she’d been caught up in the same time warp. Th 
Time Funnel had brought her pack just the way ith ad 


brought back the baby pterydactyl... He 
As before, {was unable to do more than move hy = 


lips and glare at Katherine, who was sprawled @ 
feet away, a stone axe in her hand. “+ 
“1 almost got you that time,” muttered Kather in 

“And as soon as [ can move my muscles, [’ll get ¥ 
this time! Also that cave cutie you brought back # 
a souvenir. You’d have been wiser to, heh, heh, " 
on to your sword instead.” ; 
I frowned. She was right. I’d lost my sword. Mf 
she head the edge on me—she hada weapon and [ didn 
Meanwhile Eve was looking about her with inter@l 
Suddenly her eyes flared with surprise. 


CHAPTER/8 


AND AS I WHIRLED, NAKED, ee rand nod 
Girl whirling nakedly by my side ~ 
dimension I felt angry, depressed and cheered—in 
rder. 
on at being shoved through ite ae mene i 
will, depressed at the memory 0: : 
aoa perfectus get extincted thanks to edt = Rs 
a little cheered that at least Eve the Cav 
ed. ; ; 
ore ight now, fifty or a hundred million Spa hee : 
past, the horrid white oe pai — me ma 
i king at the - 
dancing brutally around, hac’ Seasis tee 
d bodies of Homo perfectus, sm: ‘ 
pe the first printing press, the first cae La 
he gleefully setting civilization back tens of m: t 
i Tren, priuilien brutes that they eh ad 3 
le scene, lurch on their bes' Ww b: 
ey Ese along the ladder of evolution—downward, — 


se, + 
°t “Lense a shambles behind them in the cave, a 
Most likely “it would fill up with sand and bird es 


Me 

is 

m 
Ve, 

And the cave itself? ‘ 
droppings inthe space ofafew hundredthousand years, 9% 


‘ 


While the bones of Homo perfectus ame gil to cust 
i uld remai = 2 

Only the cave paintings wo etaia Yo, B 

ered perhaps tens of millions of y es 

paahaehens people who would, doubtless, amet a wi + 

almost correct conclusion that way pack fa 


kind of Eden had existed on Earth... 
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Since both males and females of the Homo per= 
fectus species tended to look quite a bit alike 
that is, the males looked like other males and the 
females like other females—doubtless the discovers of 
the murals would assume that they depicted the same 
man and the same girl, 

And concoct a legend of a happy place inhabited 
by a boy and a girl. The impressionistic sketches of 
dinosaurs would be taken for paintings ofa snake, And 
the rusted remains of my (or more correctly Sir 
Ajax’s) sword—why, they’d most likely assume the 
sword had been used to drive the aforementioned boy 
and girl out of their paradise... 

But enough of archeological musings, I told myself 
sternly. You must be ready to face the horrors of 
whatever era you and Eve the Cave Girl Jand in this 
time. 


And even as I was telling myself this, sternly, l= 

SPLASH! 

—found myself floundering in a huge marble swims 
ming pool. With Eve the Cave Girl floundering along 
side of me, 

I gasped, looked around while treading water. What 
a palacel The pool that I (and Eve the Cave Girl) had 
plunged into was set in a huge courtyard surrounded 
by huge columns, gleaming white stone buildings. A 
few stately palms were growing inthe courtyard, like= 
wise lots of tropical flowers. Also tropical vines, 
winding floriferiously around trellises made of ele= 
phant tusks... Around and about which strutted pea= 
cocks, and an ape or two... 

Most curious... 

Then [ whirled, still treading water, as I heard 
the shuffle of sandals—and up shuffled aregal-looking 
man with a flowing white beard, dressed in flowing 
purple and gold robes and with a primitive crown on 
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his head. : 
He stood by the side of the huge marble swimming |! 


pool and shook his regal fists at us. é 


Hmmm... <4 
A big shot of some kind, obviously. Most likely 


a king, judging by his primitive (but solid gold and 
diamond encrusted) crown. 

Who could he be? 

Logic, I decided; use logic, 0008. You’re in the © 
past, that’s for sure. Also in Africa, judging by the ee 
elephant tusks; for ’d noted at once that the elephant 
tusks were too large to have come from Indian ele= 


phants. epee 
So where were we? Egypt? * an 
Ltried some ancient Egyptian on the outragedking, #4), 
He looked blank. Sanskrit, maybe. i 
“Uh, how do, friend,” I said 
to drop in on you this way but—” j 
“phis is anoutragel” fumed the white-beardedking, 
in Sanskrit. “I try tobe ademocratic monarch, Heaven 
knows—but..but—but this is infamous! How dare you 
and your curvaceous concubine go for a swim in my 


pet’s pooll” 


Pet, [ frowned, ’s pool? 4 
IL looked over my shoulder. Great Scott, he was 
right! Splashing around in the pool a few yards away 


was a dolphin! No, not a dolphin—merely a buge 
harbor seal. A great big seal... \ 
Of course! The oversize cetacean must be none 
other than the legendary Great Seal of Solomont 
“Uh, your name is King Solomon?” Te! 
vously. 
“As if you didn’t knowl” fumed the monarchot 
name. “And much though [ dislike violence, I’maf 


L must have you both executed on the spot. Excuse w 
to sum 


while [ shuffle over and bong yon gong, 


in Sanskrit. “Sorry 9] 
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the guards...” 


C7 
= peur Lape hen mg secun I snapped, climb= 
pool, sprinting aft 
ac es a hrarniene him onthe ack caus 
lo that, your majesty,” 
a hype his unconscious body ni ihe. aie oe 
~ — an assist from Eve the Cave mitten, 
ugh she didn’t speak Sanskrit, had instan camel 
what was going on. ; “ 5 
To 
me Hota oid pe King Solomon’s unconscious 
ae grove of gaudy melon flowers ickly 
a Paro his robe to bind and 7g tie 
; gs that,” I gasped, wh , 
safely bound, gagged and hidden from right, mn sai 
we ie to do is lie low for an hour and—” ane re 
oer rs fs heard voices approaching. 
J majesty got re ¢ 
regal visitor,” said one voice, Ree aa 


boy must be around her 
playing with his Great geal...” a 

ie in horror, What to do? 

ere was, [r. 
ee . ealized, only one thing to do—so L 

Rapidly [ raced to a m 

arble shelf, 

La I scanned the Sanskrit labels, seg Sa 
aiid cre what I needed! While used normall y : 
wy sas he “geen in the case of myrrh, puitecis 

: pa . were and are, of course, gum srr 
Oe ge ed some of both on my chin, rushed pack 
es batten peers Solomon, unsheathed his 
ae white beard, stuck some to my 
ee I rose, regally, just as— : 

oup of courtiers trou 

A iped into the courtyar 

(ites toes ad are, your majesty” beaiace. a fee 
. “Naughty, naughty! Off playing with sate 


THE SIN FUNNEL 


98 


Great Seal and seductively sta 
which this brown-fleshed peauty is sure 
with,” he added, leering at Eve the Cave Girl’s fabulous 
frontage. And backage. 

«ym, uh, yes,” [ mumbled, hastily adjusting my (or 
more correctly King Solomon’s) beard. a 

“Allow me to help you into your special robes,” 
said the vizier type, clapping his hands. A Nubian 
slave trotted up carrying an even more fancy purple 


and gold robe. P 
‘And what a Nubian slavel Mai 
ithburnished black-buffed_ 


cked slave girls, eh?O0f 


‘An erotic ebony sexpot W 
breasts and midnight haunches... ; 
“Gis dis gall dery bonfusing... 


Cave Girl. 
“A new caught slave girl, eh?” winked the vizier, 


“yasn’t even had time to learn Sanskrit. You sure 
Jmow how to pick ’em, your majesty...” 
He clapped his 
stuck 2 flower in Ev 
Evidently concub 
else around King Solomon’ 


” frowned Eve the 


e the Cave Girl’s hair. 
ines and slave girls wore nothing 


“This way, your majesty,” continued the viz! 


of Sheba who, as 


state visit.” 
“Qh yes,” I said. “Yes, of course...” 


“Are you feeling all right, your majesty?” a8 
the vizier. “You look a little pale...” 

«ym just fine,” I said, “Uh, lead, the 

And the vizier did just that, With Eve the 


a 
% 


worth playing 2 


“hands again, and the Nubian sla 


$ court, Which showed le 
plenty of ‘wisdom on his part, I decided. ae; 
ler. 


the Royal Canal.®.# 


Cave Giths 4 
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trotting at my regal heels, I followed him through the 


courtyard to a marble reviewing stand. Cheers from 


a crowd of thousands arose as thi 
d ey saw me. 
: Nodding democratically, [ took my seat on Kin 
ane if i bart In front of me stretcheda atone 
ntieth Century Fox: Th 
extras~I mean loyal subj d Sapitg 
jects—crowded twi 
stands, between which was ah sell ee 
luge, marble-lin 

“7 up the canal and toward me was ie ie 
si bee man As fancy a royal barge as any ever Aine 
agine mes late Cecil B. DeMille. Gold poop deck, 
ruby-s ed forecastle, diamond-encrusted 3 
whole lavish bit... : Sa 

And seated languidly and nearl 
of her own was the Queen of shaba, pare as spec! 

And what a Queen! or 

Black-eyed, black-haired, b’ 

, black-fleshed— 

spit of Sheba was an African monarch, areal 7 
in African monarch, I corrected myself—for sh ‘ 
gure alive right then, eee 

Wow! 

What brazen breasts, te 

, teasingly set off b 

rubies. What fabulous thighs, bare and veal what 
ajeweled loin cloth... or 


Meanwhile the stately barge had slid toa halt in 


front of my throne as gentl: 
eee gently as the Staten Island Ferry 
THUNK! 
Slaves, slave girls I 
! 3 » palm fan waving boys, digni- 
ey Bo bg musicians, lee coals 
Me ell sprawling as the barge slammed 
‘Goddamn, son of a bi 
: itch!” raged the 
eed atopy to her feet and readjusting i eae 
Santis asa slave girl in waiting hurriedly clapped 
ack on, “I told you and told you we needed 


100 THE SIN FUNNEL 


more rehearsal time!” 
Then, adjusting her features into an expression of 


noble composure again, she strode majestically along © 
the barge and then across a golden gangplank. ee 
Cheers arose as she set her dainty feet on the | 
soil of Solomon. 
“Wail, noble King!” 
again at a parchment 


holding up for her, 
«Excuse me, lady, 


she began, glancing now and © 


prompt sheet a slave girl wag = 
“[ the mighty Queen of Sheba—"_5 | 


» interrupted a clerk-like little 


man who had scuttled up the moment she’d set foot 
on my—or more correctly King Solomon’s—soil, “but 
there are just a few formalities. I’m from King’ad 
Customs, Do you have anything to declare? Tobace 
fermented spirits, foreign currency? Any infectio : 
diseases aboard your barge? Are you now or have you 
ever been a member ofany organization advocation the’ 
overthrow of King Solomon?” 
«No, to all your questions, 


Sheba. “Here’s my passport.” 7 
“Qh dear,” sighed the man from Customs. 


fear you neglected to apply foravisa.Or are you hr 
as a tourist?” 3 
L rose to my feet. 
“we will waive formalities inthis particular c 
come, Queen!” 
“Thanks a heap, 
evidently nettledby the formalities of lai 
who isn’t? 4 
{ strode democratically to meet her. Grabbed 
startled hand, shook it. Then grabbed her ripe if reg 
form and kissedher passionately on her bee-stung 
Wild cheers arose. s 
“AV. hail to our wise Kin 
shouted, “He has invented two new cus’ 
on, the gripping of hands and the mas 


» snapped the Queen Q 


ys, 


“Away, wretch!” I command 
ase. Welaged 


” gnarled the Queen of Sheba 
nding—but thétpa= 


g Solomon!” a CLAgH 
toms! From ng} 
hing togethers 
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fw signify greeting!” 
ow!” gasped the Queen 
of Sheba i 
later, as [broke the burning bliss of our iss, * oe 
told me you were old and gray...” hath: 
Subversive propa, "Le 
ganda i 
séeutit on usr ween an I chuckled, pinching her 
“Obviously,” she gas i 
} ped. “But on with thi ici 
| Barra I have brought you, Gide 
, ig! oken of my affecti 
dozen dancing girls, sixty ae 
seductive slav 
oreny sexy servants, ninety nubile cya 7 ; 
fervent meres ten torrid teen-age tenbceaseoa. 7 
: Le pe pear tree, Also gold, silver, vibiae 
ee - lamonds and other assorted goodies,” 
; ank you,” I said. “And, uh, my people thank 
pape country thanks you and, uh, my G: 
ae » My Great Seal 
“[ brought some fish for him,” 
é »” murmured th 
af Sheba, “Also six sexy she seals. Uh, wh: Oaeed 
on the official program?” pl iran ory 
What? 
I looked around 
a for the vizier, crooked a finger 
He trotted up. “I dare sa 
is y your senile— 
Seach majesty has forgotten what’s ee Ps the 
| Lap Well, the Queen here reads a ‘ote 
ape e need to improve relations between 
ana v and yours. Then you read an even lon; 
pe etailing the State of the Kingdom, the na 
a borane the many opportunities for tonaten 
estment, the ste 
tarlst facilities and so forth, ee ee 
ic take her majesty on a tour of 
» lvory-carving shops, goldsmitheries, 


ayrrh and fr: 
Reade ‘ankincense packing houses, peacock 
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ed—thereby . 
for that nonsense,” I snapp x 
. eee grateful smile from the Queen of Sheba, = 
pre d for the end of the day ? BE 


«what’s skedde' ; ‘ a) 
eo and the Queen retire to hold private conversa= 


eee ewell Jet’s do that first,” I suggested. 


tour the factories and schools tomorrow. 
ike it. Maybe.” a 
a ‘anything your majesty says!” choked tie 
izier. “This way...” et 
baer we followed him up the marble reaige tt x uh 
marble corridors with a guard at op 3 
vaults of silver that my loyal workers 
r until we reac : 
oak the new Metropolitan Opera House. 
By “we” [ mean vr 
e Girl and hundre : 1 { 
Mae curvy concubines, maidenly music 


etc., etc. 


“We can 
If we feel 


lows and girls,” I's 
“Thanks for the escort, fe f 
ine | want to huddle with heavenly h 

i ivate. Begone, please 3 i: 
en oer majesty!” cried the vizier. “You neve 


huddle or cuddle with voluptuous VIp’s without scot be 4 


j ove and applaua} 

1 subjects on hand to appr’ ¢ 

- arene starting a new custom,” Isnapped. wy 
, % 


ked ou 

ing and scraping, they all bac 
ag Cave Girl, * that is, who had 
ous if joy-packed wench.. 
I leered, sinking down ® 


soft pile of cushions and pulling the passionate B 
ith me. 
He needy you the wise and ee ul : 
eductively 2} 6 wil 
urred, snuggling sequct ‘. 
ere removed her ruby pasties and jeweled lo 
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“They sayest, in my kingdom—I mean queendom—that 
thou art plenty wise. A real seholar king. Rumor has 
it that not many months ago a wise man from Hin- 
dustan journeyed thousands of miles to jot down your 
jdeas about you-know-what. Which he has now published 
in book form under the title The Karma Sutra, 
whatever that means...” 

“Fancy,” I mused, “[ mean, yes, that’s right. [ 
mean, if a fellow wants to be a wise king, the first 
thing to get wise about is sex, obviously, Care for 
a little cultural exchange, Sheba baby?” 

“Don’t you know it,” she husked, pulling off my 
regal robes and then flinging herself passionately at 
me. 

As [ flung myself at her. 

Wow! Me, 0008, actually getting .a chance. to sex 
up the Queen of Sheba 

And vice, chuckle, chuckle, versa... 

Rapturously we rolled on the cushions, her satiny 
black skin seeming to burn beneath my tingling fingers 
as [ stroked the silken splendor of her brazen breasts, 
her thrill-packed thighs, her lush buttocks and fabu= 
lously flat belly... 

As her hands glided like midnight black butterflies 
over my glowing body, as her soft crimson lips browsed 
the passionate pastures of my flesh, as her supple 
limbs gripped me in embraces too exotic and erotic 
to imagine... 

Frantically, fervently, frenziedly we embraced and 
tapture-wrestled and carnally contested—our loins 
afire with longing, our lips bruised from kissing, our 
tongues tired from tonguing... 

Ardently, actively, amorously we lungedand plung= 
¢d on the pillows; and then, with an ecstatic sigh on 
her part, a virile grunt on mine, a yielding scissor- 
lng apart of her beautiful thighs and legs, a forward 
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ting lunge on my part— = 
ae ae and locked, and had at each other a 


idi i drously... 
tingly, slidingly, scorchingly, won . : 
air ee hannenee, happened pulsingly, ae es 
throbbingly, ecstatically, happened for both of us oe 
imultaneously... 
4 "hier which we rested, pillowed on the pillows and 
i ther’s arms. 
‘ Bre pices as we get our breath back,” murmured * 
the Queen of Sheba, “I’d like to have your personal 
; Aw y= 
inion of a new position taught me b : 
Peter excuse me, your majesty,” cola att 
zier, “But there’s a case you have to igre ou " 
know how you pride yourself on speedy justice.” ; 
Before [ could tell him what I thought of nis 4: , 
even slow justice, people began to pour into the 4 


if cozy chamber. tte g 
Ne - hear ye,” chanted the vizier. “The Court ‘ a 


of King Solomon is now in session.” He turned to me, oe 
“This first case is a real toughie,” he confided, 
“Two persons both claiming the ace babes You pave Z 
ide which one the babe belongs to. : 
os pr that so?” I mused, “Well, I dare say Vil e 
think of some clever way of doing just that. Where’s 
be?” 
- aed your majesty,” said the vizier, phim! 
two bailiffs who promptly dragged up—KRUNCH * 
‘1 Katherine! 
ae se this wicked wench trying to start a he : 
volution in the slave quarters,” explained a beard 
man. “Urging the people to arise and kill King eae 
Or. as she phrased it, that clown inthe purple and be J 
robes. Naturally I socked her one and now [c 
as my concubine.” . 
ee fal Iwas the one who captured her, and I oo 
her as my concubinel” shouted a second beardedc 


owe oo 
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“Well, heh, heh, I’ve got just the peachy solution,” 
I cackled. “Hand me yon scimitar, please, Since you 
both claim this babe, the only fair thing to do is, heh, 
heh, cut her into two pieces,” 

Chuckling at the wisdom of my decision, I raised 
the scimitar high just as one bearded lad cracked, 
“Don’t do itl” he urged, “That babe belongs to the other 
guy! [ cannot tell a lie! No need to chop up this 
beautiful babe, give her to the man who caught her!” 

“Shut up!” I snapped, “?m dealing out justice around 
here! And what [ Say goes, Take this, KRUNCH Kolonel 
Katherine!” 

And I swung the scimitar in a slicing arc ag— 

ZAP! 

Back we snapped to Sarawak and the confounded 
Time Funnel... : 

It all fits, I mused as I whizzed through time on my 
way to Clarksville, the legend that once, angered by 
dissension in his court, King Solomon vanished ina 
puff of smoke—only to be found later in his private 
quarters, So penitent over having lost his temper that 
he’d shaved off his beard... 

Obviously some legends were based on fact, 
Also Trevor Anderson, better known as 0008. 
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eee 


Back sprawled on the floor of the Time Funnel £ 
was surprised but pleased to see that, in addition to 
KRUNCH Kolonel Katherine, Eve the Cave Girl had 
also snapped back through time, 

But that figured, I realized, Like, the first time 
she’d time traveled, it had been because she wag 
embracing me and my time 5 

But once established in our time, she belonged in 
our time; hence the Time Funnel could only fling her 
back for an hour, the way it flung Katherine and me, 
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Katherine. “But never fear I’ll really get you now, in 
our time, baby! In our own sweet time!” 4 

«That’s what you think!” sneered Katherine. 

«P11 fix you good, you horrible hussy!” snarled Eve | 
the Cave Girl, in Sanskrit. 

Obviously the brilliant girl had picked up a smatter= 
ing of that language during the time [’d been dally ing’ 
with the Queen of Sheba. 148 

Tensely the three of us waited, waited for the teme' 
porary paralysis of our limbs to pass. § 

Things looked, I decided, very promising. All three" 
of us were again naked—for [ hadn’t bothered to put 
on my robes for the court session—but, while Katherine 
(and Eve the Cave Girl) were unarmed, [ at least ¢ 
a scimitar in my hand. 

KRUNCH Kolonel Katherine didn’t stand a chancel. 

Or did she? fi 
By chance, I realized, she was lying sprawledne 
the door leading out of the Time Funnel. [f she co 
dash out before [could scimitar her—dash out and slam 
the door behind her... by 


Horrors! fi 
Most likely she had dual controls. Could and wo ¢ 


send Eve the Cave Girl and me spinning back throughs 
time again. And when we snapped back, to lle sprawled3 
and helpless, she could riddle us with a sub-maching = 


gun... 
{ studied the situation more carefully. No. Th 


«well, I almost got you then,” [I sneered at Z 


Funnel’s door. 
There was, 


in fact, only one thing I could 

The instant our strength returned, KatheriM 
hurled herself toward the door, Eve the Cave Git 
hurled herself toward Katherine while [ hurled mys! 
at what I knew to be our only chance—the conta 
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chair of the Time Funnel, 
And, just as Katherine reache 
, d the door and start 
to tug it open, IL : = 
ce pen, I grabbed the control knob and twisted 
ZAP! 
We were off again... 
SQUELCHI 
Again [ found myself g; 
prawled in a mudd: 
But where? All [ could. tell right off was that A od 
a om I could smell sagebrush. 
op wallowing in that stream!” snapp 
C ¥ mapped an 
yoice in the Mimbreno Apache dialect. “You wk the 
palefaces to hear us?” : j 
Gulp! 
Gingerly [ crawled out of the strea: 
ker j m, looked 
[ was in an Indian war camp, Surrounded by the deci 
shapes of Apache warriors! = 
(Thank Satan for the crash 
course in di 
the Western and Plains Indians [’d taken. yom 4 
Keni d I said. “I, uh, slipped.” 4 
ell, try and be more careful!” 
; sanpped th 
voice. “Come to think of it, your sesetk Vauietang) 
Are you a Mimbreno Apache?” ¥ 
What to say? 
oe bal oe “9 Mimbreno Apache dialect pretty 
; idn’t speak i 
A elie anche sp it fluently. I decided to take 
“Uh, no,” [ said. “The fact is 
Fi . I’m an, uh, a 
pees Ete Mexico way, South of the send 
at. I’m here as ili 
feliian ie cee a military adviser. ’m in 
“Oh,” said the now not so a: i 
ngry voice. “Welco 
A pice phason I'd say Yaqui go hone, bet 
we need every brave we can muster, Si f 
es rg arrived late, ’1l explain the situation. ‘Gael 
eir wicked wagons in a circle over yon hill 
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jn yon valley 
Their wagons 
they took our money for, 


n crooks!” : 
a ene soberly. Many wicked whites had played 


just such a crooked con game. Selling the same guns 
over and over and failing to SE Ee i 
«what’s our—I mean your plan?” [ asked, ‘ ae 
“A messy massacre!” gloated the ayes or vi e 
was evidently the leader of the war Lagrnee og < 
the fool, is trying to ae a But |, onimo, 
’t trust the palela x 
eee History had sure proved Geron G. 
ochise dead. ) hee 
on on palefaces think they’re Ae booms 
we Indians aren’t supposed to attack a ies g) as 
fear of our spirits not finding their way to the Happ 


i t superstitious nonsense 
unting Ground and all tha 
r aes, say that the Happy Hunting Ground 
deadl So what do we have to lose by attacking 


ight?” Ha 
i “Not a thing,” [ agreed. “And plenty to ga! 


L added. “Like we’ll take the palefaces by surprisé, 
«Bpractly,” crowed Geronimo. “Wwe ll—bush! 
that sneaking into our camp? A spyl 


hirled. : 
sah no spy,” I gasped, “that’s,-uh, my squat 

Eve the Cave Girl. That is, the palefaces oF LS 

that. I call her-well, come to think of it I ?. nt 
ee said Geronimo. “A common enough pract 


a imo, was given mj 
these days. My own name, Geron: y 
the Spaniards. Times I can hardly remgnte 
real name.” 
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example ?” 

“Who he?” grunted Geronimo. 

“A crazy man,” [ said. “A distant cousin of Crazy 
Horse.” 

Meanwhile Eve the Cave Girl had crawled loyally 
up to crouch by my side. She spotteda bow and arrow, 
picked them up, studied them, instantly devised their 
purpose, raised same, aimed and shot a bat out of 
the night sky with her first arrow, 

“Plenty good shot, your squaw,” grunted Geronimo, 
‘Qkay, as the palefaces say, she can join our war 
party. Ordinarily [ don’t hold with women warriors, 
But right now we can use all the arrow power we can 
get. Now, when I yell—what’s that ?” 

What indeed! It sounded like lewd cheers and 
lascivious jeers from what could only be the circle 
of wagons beyond the hill! 

A brave crawled rapidly down the hill to report. 

“Oh the horror of it alll” he gasped, wringing his 
wrists, “I, Gay Feather, must report that those wicked 
white men are ravishing one of our girls—a naked 
copper-skinned cutie!” 

“That’s no Indian maid,” I assured him. “That’s 
a sunetanned paleface chick, And if any chick needed 
massacring, she’s it. Let’s go, Geronimol” 

And, after first vaulting aboard our Indian ponies, 
away we went, charging up and over andthen down the 
dill, howling horribly. 

A horse pulled along side of me. Eve the Cave 
Gill Clever chick—although, of course, she’d never 
tdden—or even seen a horse before (since horses - 
tadn’t evolved when she was born) she must have 
tealized instantly what horses were for. And then 
‘lowed my example. A real fast-learning female... 

Meanwhile we raced down the hill, whooping and 
‘ollering, charging the unsuspecting circle of wagons 
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below. 

If { were bossing this operation, [ mused, [’d 
knock off the whooping and yelling. Like why tip the 
enemy off that we’re coming? 

Which was sure enough just what we’d done. The 
evil paleface gunrunners and whisky salesmen stopped 
gang-banging Katherine who must have materialized 
among them, in a blue flash, like a gift from the gods— 
stark naked, too—and raced for their wagons. Also 
their guns. 

And all we brave Mimbreno Apaches (and helpers) 
had were bows and arrows. 

Still howling and whooping, [ followed the howling 
and whooping braves as, led by Geronimo, they formed 
a circle around the wagons. ae 

That’s another dumb tactic, I reflected—forming a 
circle around the wagon train. That makes us Indian 
braves sitting ducks, The smart thing to have done 
would have been to make a massed charge at the 
circle of wagons. Vault our horses over the tongue 
of one of the wagons, get inside the circle and take 
the paleface from behind. Also at close quarters, 
where our bows and arrows and tomahawks would be 

a fair match for the paleface rifles. 
But it wasn’t my show. Sol continued to race around 


and around the circle of wagons, now and then loosing © $ 


an arrow with deadly effect, naturally, since I’m an 
expert shot with any kind of weapon. 


Likewise Eve the Cave Girl. You’d have thought 


she’d been born aboard a horse, so quickly did she 
master the art of riding a plunging pony bareback 
at night over rough ground while aiming and firing 
arrow after arrow—also with deadly effect. 

Hot damn! Although the paleface rifles were speak= 
ing with deadly effect, we were nevertheless wiping 
them out! True, we were losing two or three braves 
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to every one of them, but Ga. the ad 
j antage is 
always with the defenders, And 1 i 
poe deli they had vastly superior 
“We're winning!” shouted Geronimo, « 
rifles and whiskey will be ours!” - pep 
“Dibs on first scalping and then horribl: 
finish- 
ing off the paleface squawl” [I begged. “Loops!” 
And well might I cry oops! For some cad of a pale= 
face had just shot my pony out from under me! 
{ tumbled end over end on the hard ground, picked 
myself up, half stunned, looked up to see a snarling, 
grizzled paleface taking aim at me. " 
“Ah’m a gonna shoot that thar hel; 
pless Injun 
in the abdomen,” he cackled, “or m: i 
Injun-killer Anderson!” ; were 
[I gasped, Injun-killer Anderson! M 
'y own bestial 
. er we Srest-ereat-grand-fathert What, [ wondered, 
raised my bow and arrow 
re owri and he raised his 
If t didn’t get him quick he’d get me. On the other 
hand, if P sent an arrow through his brave if bestial 
heart how could he father my great-grandfather? And 
how would I manage to bet born? 
Problems, problems, I reflected, ag Idr 
ew back 
on my bow and he took up the ‘ 
Fate ip slack on his trigger, 
SWISHI 
An arrow swished by! 
No, only Gay Feather swishing by on 
pinto pony. No doubt he= coer 
SWISH! | 
This time it was an arrow swishin 
g by! Fired b: 
Eve the Cave Girl who, as she dashed past, shot fae 
a kindly, encouraging, understanding look. 
And, as I saw the trajectory the arrowwas follow= 
ing, I realized that Eve the Cave Girl wasn’t just a 
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smart girl and a crack shot with abow and arrow, but. 
a girl who was all heart... 3 

For she must have seen the look of hesitation that «<- 


had crossed my face when [ raised my bow and arrow th 3 
to do in my great-great-grandfather; realized that, fo ri 
some reason she couldn’t surmise but was willing to 
accept, [ had been reluctant to kill him dead, stad 

So she’d fired her arrow to— 

THWONK! 

—streak right into the muzzle of his rifle! “f 

Unfortunately just as he pulled the trigger, reag 
sulting in— : 

BLAMI 

The rifle exploding in his 
brave if bestial head off... 

But that didn’t really matter, I suddenly realized: 
as [ grabbed a riderless pony cantering by and sp: 
astride it. For [ had just remembered having lea 
as a child that my brave if bestial great-great-grand 
father, Injun-killer Anderson, had deserted his family, 
before going out West, where he’d been wiped outh 
Indians, ae 

Thus cheered, I resumed cantering around ¥ 
circle of wagons, aiming deadly arrow after 
at KRUNCH Kolonel Katherine, who, ignoring the 9 
Indians, was doing her best to shoot either mé, 
Eve the Cave Girl, or both. 

While bullets and arrows whizzed in all directlond 
until Geronimo cried: “We’ve wonl We've wiped thea) 
all out—all, that is, save for the paleface squaw Witt. 
copper-red hair, copper-gold fleshand jade green ve 
who, her rifle apparently jammed, is running for By 
voluptuous life!” de 

He’s sure long-winded, 
course, in the terse Mimbreno 
remarks only took a few words. 


face and blowing hii 


# 


ho 


I reflected; 
Apache diale' 
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True remarks, too—KR 
UNCH Kol 
SS dashing nakedly for her te peta 
- aes ieee [ turned my horse in pure 
sat oment later by Eve the Cave 
Together we gallope 
ped in pursuit, [ str 
le fa bow, Eve brandishing a Boks ode te 
sd ubt similar enough to the stone axes of h 
“e a bay bone could use it to deadly etieek, 
aimed my arrow just as, gri t 
the thought of revenging her tribe, Eve dear bane : 
right arm to hurl her tomahawk, just as— arn! 
Tho contooden eT A TATA-TARATATATA) 
- S. Cavalr: 
of pe cg and over the hillside! hehe en 
ack, you blue-coated bus 
; ybodies!” [ sn 
ves ra ee although you et : 
baal ah ore or less on official U.S. 
But they didn’t hear m 
have listened if they had raahiging i tga ako 
” é 
me ing gl cried a pink-cheeked lieutenant. “Even 
boris — just graduated from West 
HeeBene eae Sy the ways of the West, in fact 
ears militaril: 
ga des Q Troop into battle!” epee 
gel” cried a white-haired : 
sergeant, “ 
re z sent &@ grudge of sorts eatin this ce 
in 2 elt ell [ might, seeing as how [ once held the 
Sabet “ge in the Confederate Army but now am 
a y Act of Congress from holding a com 
ae ma bee hence have to take orders from punk 
ae | " lieutenant of Q Troop, who little sus= 
uate m actually his father, Separated by the 
es a War and kept apart by my own 
pride and my unwillingness to see his military 
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career damaged, as well might be the case if it came 
out that he was the son—and illegitimate son at that— 
of a former Rebel...where was 1? Oh, yes—even so, 
chargel” 

“Charge!” crieda dashing captain. «Eventhough I’m 
desperately in love with a half-breed Apache girl who 
vowed never to speak, let alone sleep with me again 
if { fought her people, [ must be true to my military 
code. Hence [ urge you men to follow me as [ chargel” 

“Charge!” cried a white-maned general. “Even —— 
though [ know the whispers are ture—that [’m too old 3 
to hold command, that my senile mistakes have cost 
the lives of dozens of good men—my men—in battle, 
even though I know, in fact especially because [ know 
that when [ return to camp I will face court martial 
and disgrace for embezzling mess funds, though in all 
truth [ am merely taking the blame for the Colonel, 
whose reputation L wouldn’t care one whit about were 
he not married to the one woman in my life—so into 
the face of death let’s charge!” 

“Chargel” yelled a burly major. “[’ll show you 6.1 
that ’m not the yellow coward you’ve branded me to 
pbe—that { only ran away from the enemy last month © 
because [’'m short-sighted and lost my glasses—but bs a 
pecause of that cruel trick of fate vm branded, / 
branded as a coward until such time as [ manage to 
get myself killed heroically in action. Like now— 
so charge!” ar 

That was the big trouble with the U.S. Cavalry | 
during the. winning and near losing of the West, L 
mused, All the officers and sergeants were problems 4. 
ridden... " 

Meanwhile. down the hill charged the valiant » 
sergeant, lieutenant, captain, major and general, 
The enlisted men behind them, wisely, took their time 

about joining them—tightening their cinching straps, 


BS 
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sae: their saddles, cleaning their rifles, etc. 
ake pa ke aiiebies in a minute, but, being sensible 
y neurotic proble 
to yo hong ful they were olaneine fata, * oe 
elp, help!” cried Katherine dashit 
: ing t 
advancing cavalry, “Save my tender hide ss a 
savage redskins behind me!” P soa 
“Get her quick!” [ 
yelled at Eve, hopin i 
the sense if not the precise meaning of ba ; an ‘ 
efore they get us!” ai 
And even as I spoke istli 
coh te ou bullets began whistling around 
PHOOM! 
one creased my skull, 
spinning, falling, falling... Ht aad gi 
Where...? 


CHAPTER/9 


I WOKE TO FIND EVE THE CAVE GIRL BENDING 
over me. [ groaned, sat up, shook my head—which 
was a real mistake, Like my head hurt. 

L looked at Eve. She was stillnaked, though clutch- 


ing a tomahawk. Llooked down at myself. I was naked && 


too. And clutching nothing, except my head. 
Where was I? What had happened? 


i i to sketch rapidly 
Sensing my confusion, Eve began ae 
on the ground, using the handle of her tomahawk, Pie 


First she sketched two female figures and one F 


male figure lying sprawled inside a kind of cage— ee 


the Time Funnel, no doubt. 


Then she sketched the two female figures engaged a 


jn bitter hand-to-hand combat—one swingingajammed | 
rifle, the other a tomahawk. ae 

of course, [ could imagine the whole thing. Creased 
py 2 bullet, I’d been unconscious when [’d zapped back 
to the Time Funnel. Unconscious while the two girls 
had fought over me—Eve to save me, Katherine to 
kill me. 

Finally Eve sketched a drawing of Katherine reele 
ing back to avoid a tomahawk blow, with the butt 
of her rifle striking (naturally) the control knob 
of the Time Funnel... 

«{ understand,” I said, “What a pity [ wasn’t ee 
scious during that struggle. [ could have foul 


whi ishedher with your 
Katherine from behind while you finishe 
tomahawk. What a pity, for that matter, that I haven't . ie 


d time to teach you English...” 
- «qush,” said Eve. “There’s no time for that right 
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now. Besides, just by listening to you and that 
Katherine woman shout insults at each other—also 
from having listened to you muttering aloud—I[’ve 
picked up a smattering of the language you call 
English.” 

“Say,” [ said admiringly, “you are a smart girl, 
aren’t you? What a pity that you and your tribe 
never had a chance to produce even more brilliant 
children...” 

“My, sob, tribe is dead and lost forever in what 
you sometimes call the fourth dimension and other 
times call time,” sighed Eve. “But,” she added with 
a seductive murmur, “I dare say I’m reasonably 
fertile myself...” 

“Evel” [ gasped. “Are you suggesting that [ 
father your child out of wedlock?” 

“What’s wedlock?” asked Eve. 

“Never mind,” [ said quickly. “I only wish all 
girls didn’t know the meaning of the word... But later 
for my shrewd and witty comments. Right now the 
question is, I’d say, where are we?” 

“Far be it from me to hazard a wild guess,” 
muttered Eve. “but [ suspect.we’re in a rather bad 
place...” 

[ blinked, looked around. 

Good grief—she was right! We were sprawled on 
the sand inside the Coliseum of Rome! Which was 
packed with a capacity crowd! 

All of whom were yelling for blood—our blood! 

“That man in the white dress,” murmured Eve, 
“do you suppose he’s particularly important?” 

[ looked where she was discreetly pointing. The 
Emperor Nero! ~ 

“The reason [ ask,” continued Eve, keeping her 
voice low—though why I couldn’t imagine, seeing as 
how [ could hardly hear her over the roars of the 


ear ee viet rt 
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plood-thirsty Roam crowd, “is that that Katherine 
woman landed almost on his lap. And is now, as you 
can see, on his lap. Fondling parememeng and 
whispering in his ear as she points toward us. 
L looked harder. She was right! ; 
And naturally, as a KRUNCH Kolonel, Katherine 
would have a fluent working knowledge of Latin... 
Even as I watched, Nero giggled and nodded, 


turned to bark commands. 
“Let us,” I urged Eve, “make what tracks we 
” 


can... ; 
But even as we struggled to our feet, a door opened 


beneath where Nero was sitting, and out raced half a 
dozen angry lions! mat 
To the delight of the depraved crowd, who no |. 
doubt attributed the sudden appearance of a naked 
man and a naked girl, in the middle of the huge arena, 
as being due to Roman engineering and technical skill, ‘ 
for the Coliseum, of course, had more huge elevators 8 i 
then a brace of modern aircraft carriers. 

Meanwhile the lions, roaring horribly, raced = 
toward us. aa 
[ looked around for ways to escape. 
There weren’t any. : 
There was, obviously, only one thing to do 
d, with Eve helping me. I did it. F 
a a ed lon: * minutes later, mopping € 
Whew!” [ gasp’ g a aed 
sweat from my brow as I checked to make sure ae 
half-dozen lions were really dead, “that was some 5. 
workout!” 
(How had [—with some help from Bye mennty ; 
to kill six enraged lions? Not easily. But, heme) 
my thorough SADISTO training. and my incredible 3 
athletic skill ’'d accomplished it nevertheless. Af 
The first thing to remember, in case any 0! a 
readers should ever find themselves pitted aga a 
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six angry lions, is that lions almost never attack 
as a group, at least not until their prey is wounded 
and down. : 

They let the first lion to reach the intended victim 
attack first. And, since I knew quite a bit about lions, 
{ knew which one that would be, : 

Five of the charging lions had manes, one didn’t, 
So, since male lions are lazy, and always let female 
lions do the attacking if a female lion is present, I 
knew the female lion was the one to worry about, 

First. F E 

So I'd pointed her out to Eve while I’d sprinted 
directly toward the lioness. 

Even as I sprinted Eve flung her tomahawk which= 

THUNK! : 

landed right between the eyes of the startled 
lioness. Killing her dead. For, horrific tales by pseudo- 
white hunters to the contrary, when you kill a lion 
you kill it, period—no thrashing around like a shark, 

Vaulting nimbly over the body of the deadlioness— 
and grabbing the handle of the tomahawk as I leaped— 
[sprang snarling at the nearest male lion. 

Startled, he reared up on his hind-quarters; lion- 
like, prepared to crush my skull with one of his 
fore paws. 

Poor lion. How surprised he must have been when 
{ flung my (or more correctly, Eve’s) tomahawk into 
his skull, and instantly whirled to fling sand into the 
eyes of the next nearest lion, then turnedback to yank 
free the tomahawk, hurl it at yet another lion while 
[threw sand into the eyes of the fourth lion, 

And so on. 

Until all six startled lions were dead. 

Not easy. 

But not impossibly hard, either, if you have steel 
nerves and lightning fast reactions, and don’t shrink 
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First, a huge wooden door Swung back and out 


1 danced a dozen . 
when flinging sand into lions’ eyes. “gz [ was siteriece ees 

However, until they have gained some practice in © of course, that girl gladiat that surprised. I knew, 
fighting lions with only a tomahawk, [urge my readerg /@ place enough during the last aed 'S had been common- 
to start by fighting first one lion at atime, then Husky, savage, Aill-bodied eee Empire. 
two, and so on, only gradually working up to fight. fully constructed girl adiaicta ee beauti- 
ing six at once. : ; , For the decadent Romans - ; 

In the case of six tigers, forget it; you’re dead,) the very best—the very best ould afford to buy 

“Look!” gasped Eye. te English maidens, the best ae ap girls, the best 

[ looked. : persian slave girls... neh fillies, the finest 

Racing toward us were six tigers! F ae: @ Wonderfully constructed wo: 

“No problem,” [ grunted, racing toward the nearest <i lose by becoming female fi ease who had nothing to 
lion, which I proceeded to skin quickly if clumsily,“ o slavery, subjection fi r Fi ~ they faced the choice 
“If those six tigers had been released first, we’d be = @ often probable—mutilation ae ation, possible~more 
dead by now. As it is...” Ag to fight for their lives ag girl Pier or a chance 

As it was, I merely skinned two lions fast. While A slim, slender Seer i ‘adiators, ; 
the tigers, cautious beasts that they are when they = 9 jess, For, like pop singer a ut a chance, neverthe= 
scent big-cat blood and see dead big-cat bodies, circled’ > # (male or female) in gia eerie 

oe: Ousand had the chance of be- 


from working close in—the only place you can work, 7 : 


us and the six dead lions warily. f 
Then, each with a gory lion skin draped over F 


tr: 


Of becoming rich and respected, retiring to live 


respective shoulders, Eve and [ crawled away. 
The tigers followed us but refrained from ai 
ing. They didn’t know what to make of us. ; 
It was chancy, of course; the scent of so much © 
blood excited them as much as it made them nervous, § 
At any moment they might have charged, together, ~ 
But they didn’t. ee 
Not, at least, before we’d had time to cra 
halfway toward the section of the grandstand hive : 
Nero and KRUNCH Kolonel Katherine were sittings 
[ had no particular hope of escaping, of court 
but [ did have the notion of hurling the tomaha’ 
Katherine and, perchance, defuncting her before B) 
and I got defuncted otherwise. ~ 
But halfway to Nero and Katherine, a surprié 
thing happened, Two surprising things, in 


qe good life, to be courted i 
@ circles of Roman Society, gcse deer. 


Naturally there w. 
Paty as no lack of female gladiator 
Like, if you were a 
; i choice chesty chic 
ig hs the Roman Legions, in hh or bod 
ee i ns or Palestine or Roumania or 
G iya or Carthage, and b: i 
vons to Rome, and gi “choi ieee 
; given the choice of bei 
“to slavery—or fightin, ii oveirone 
Witiees ane ehting as a gladiator—what choice 
a Talat bt knew ~ a luscious female for= 
: ‘ve Could be, and 
te Hyg highpoint of a Roman orgy, nian 
€, after the depraved Romans had orgied each 


ge 
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i + 
hey sometimes found it 
into jaded boredom, t 3 
poate to ete a shapely teen-age female a 
irst by ravishing her. ; vane 
ie vy, as they termed it, provoking oe ‘ be ie 
And it’s easy, if you happen to mre oral 
Roman, to provoke a, slave girl. Especially if s 4 


tied hand and fogt— 
irl ig bound and helpless, 2 
eA ae to do more than scream ays Ted hot - 
peice are slid into her buttocks pera : 
euis depraved Roman men and matrons ben OveEs 


iggling at her suffering. ag ig 
sage a these practices tended to spur enlist / ad 
i ‘ladiator Corps. 
. = a ne saying, [wasn’t particularly surprige } 
te see a dozen delectable female fighters, in sklnpy 
3 mor but hefting husky swords, tridents and shields, 
= What did surprise me, however, was the apoplect} 
reaction of Nero. or & 
four letter Roman wi 
Sey i arena!” he screamed petulant 


So, [fro > 
ear as well as other anatomic 
ruler... 

; ‘ d an 

Things did not look good. 

Meananile, obedient to the eeperee t oe v 
commands, the dozen girl gladiators turne ana 
to trot out of the arena. Thereby exposing 
backs to the six snarling tigers who= 

ROAR! sti 

—leaped to the a 

Fivont I muttered, while the emeeldt 
twelve trident wielders to shreds, ae Newt a8 
Also dangerous for us. Now that thos' 


made a kill—twelve kills, in fact—they’ll be : 
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with blood lust...” 


“And the walls of stone ringing the arena are 
completely unclimbable!” gasped Eve the Cave Girl, 
“Does this mean ‘we’re doomed?” 


“I fear so,” [ said, but even ag I voiced my fears— 
RUMBLE! i 
The ground dropped beneath us! 


Yes! A fifty by fifty foot Square of the arena sank 
beneath us—and sank: and sank until a voice cried: 
“Jump!” 

Without stopping to see where -I was jumping, [ 
jumped into the darkness around the elevator, Eve’ 
the Cave Girl alongside of me, 

Imstantly— 

RUMBLE! 


—the huge wooden elevator, powered no doubt by 
huge wooden gears, moved upward again, just in time 
to prevent the tigers jumping down to join us, 

[ blinked, looked around, 

We were in a huge stone -cavern-like room. I’d 
seen the ruins of such rooms back in my time. Now, 
however, the joint was in operation. Torches hung 
flickering from brackets on the stone walls, casting 
flickering light upon a wanton woman in a chariot! 

And what a woman! : 

In her thirties (age-wise, that is—dimension-wise 
both her boobies and her hips were inthe mid-forties), 
she was wearing purple flowing robes which clung 
avidly to her magnificent curves. 

Surrounding her, on foot; were a dozen or so ser- 
vant and slave types in cheap togas. Some male and 
uninteresting, some female and cute ag they come— 
and would that some of those cute slave girls would 
come with me some time... 

“Greetings, noble gladiator and companion!” said 
the purple-robed female, “My cousin the mad Emperor- 
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will be mad at me for this little prank, but [ just 
couldn’t bear to see you get chewed up by tigers. My : 
name is Bruta.” 
“How do, ma’am or miss,” [ said. “I’m Trevor 
Anderson, better known as—” 
I struggled to remember the Roman numerals for _ 
0008, gave up. Fg 
«—well, call me Trevor. Trevonius, [ mean. This | 
is Eva Troglodyta Puella. My, uh, servant.” 
“How come you call me your servant?” frowned, 
Eve, who had evidently picked up a smattering of 
Latin by listening to the shouts of the crowd. i 
“On account of if [ said you were a girlfriend this 
chick would most likely have you chopped,” [whispered, 
“Obviously she has an eye for me...” rt 
“I had an eye for you,” murmured Bruta, “the 2% 
moment [ saw your magnificent muscles, your dark, } 
saturninely handsome good looks, also your noble »F 
(Roman word for you-know-what)! Come! Mount my | 
chariot!” “at 
She didn’t have to ask us twice. We hopped aboard 
her chariot as, with an aristocratic crack of her, 
whip, she sent her horses plunging away. ps 
Along the huge stone tunnel we clattered as, faintly, 
we heard the sounds of enraged arena guards questione 
ing and undoubtedly torturing Bruta’s servant types 
far behind us. tis 
“’m holding a little orgy at my padium,” crooned j 
Bruta, fondling my ear and etc, as she lashed hers 
horses to greater speed. “[ think you’ll have fun” 
I nodded agreement, ‘ 
Would [ ever! ite 
’d always figured that I was just the type to dra 
the last full measure of erotic pleasure from 
real Roman orgy... : 
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And what an orgy} 

Bruta’s padium had 
villa, which we’d rea 
pell-mell through the 
streets of Ancient Rome 
just as depicted in Life Magazine ) ese 


Th 
drove her chariot through og, Stfene when Brute 
“e vis ore pathy € stone gates that led to 
outdoor orgy, evidentl 
Y; but 
ee Fecal reading that Roman leek teat ann 
ors, moved indoors at evening, Wiliars ei 


the next day, and SO 0} 
a hace n, for as many days and nights 


And this orgy look 
of steam behind it, 
What scenes of eroti 
ic spl 
What lusty males eo 
togas—also, sad to relate, 1i 
sheep, donkeys and 


What lusty Roman matrons pursuing slave boys— 


also, alas, slave irls 
a saison © » goats, sheep, donkeys and some 


What droppin, 

csther € of purple grapes into decadent 
What wanton cavort: 
What complicated e 


125 


proved to be a huge R 
Ched after ten minut Polite 


ed like it had several days head 


zat of depraved dancing girls! 
; ‘© pyramids of 
i ac by professional Sexual isa — 
passionately the gué i 
correctly mounted said meals ae ae 
So this was the Rom: 
high point and moral low 
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‘British beauties...voluptuous Viking types...curva= 
ceous celtic cuties...hip-swinging Hindu harlots...pas- 
sionate Persian pretties...luscious Libyan lasses... 
naughty Nubian nymphs...the whole Imperial bit, 

No wonder the Roman Legions had conquered the 
then-known world with such vigor and enthusiasm— 
each new conquest meant a new source of supply for 
sexpots. 

What an enlightened if depraved system of rule: 
the Romans exported soldiers, tax-collectors, roads, 
paths and law books; and received tribute in sexy 
young girls. ' 

Could it be, I mused, that this might be a keen 
way for the under-developed lands of the world— 
in my time—to show their gratitude for U.S. economic 
aid? In return for U.S. funds, the under-developed 
nations could send the U.S, over-developed girls... 

But no; the moralclimate of America was too stuffy, 
for any swinging scheme like that. ‘ 

The Romans, on the other hand... 

Wow! 

“The orgy seems to be slowing down,” frowned 
Bruta. “Excuse me while [ go get things swinging 


again—I am the hostess, after all. [’ll be back ina © 


while. Meanwhile, join the orgy and, heh, heh, warm |= 


up for the main event—mel” 


And so saying she flung off her toga and flung .~ 


herself onto the nearest pile of squirming flesh. 
Llooked around, leering. Also panting with pent-up 


passion. 


ing her beauteous backside as she smiled at mi 
seductively over her shoulder ? 


Should [ fling myself upon the long-legged lovely 


who was sprawled wide-eyed and wide-thighed almost, 


AK 
Ke 


ig 


What erotic games should [ play first? 
Should [ crawl on all fours in pursuit of the ripee R 
rumped little teaser who, also on all fours, was shake’ 
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at my feet? 
Pursue the plump 
puella who kept 
but shapely breasts together sieceetieyn oe 
on sei the pera maiden who was kneel. 
; ling at me and pursi ia 
ee ° pursing her soft 1 
Ss CBr Ve preparing to blow the Gunga 
ecene lance, one way or another, with the de- 
ancing girl who was bumping and grinding 


in classica i 
on 1 fashion a few yards away? 


ZAP! 
Confound it! [ ra 
1 ged, as again [ felt 
tumbling through time, that was my one Sac 


make out at a Rom 
Jeast missed aa FEY and L mutfed it, Or at 


Then— 
THUD! 
—I was aga 
Pe. gain sprawled inside the Time Funnel, 
THUD! 
—an instant later Eve 
alongside of me, pa 
rly sid eet Kolonel Katherine? 
at evil Katheri 
Pred hon ‘herine woman?” queried Eve, 
“M 
me nei a heh, heh, got herself killed horribly 
ge ha place you called Rome,” suggested E 
's we waited for muscular control to tu: x 
i return to our 
“No such luck, [ fear,” [ 
\ . A frowned. “And e 
she had—since she belongs, worse luck, in our ea 


ve Girl was sprawled 


her mangled corpse wi 
ould have returned, More likely 
she’s been momentar ily delayed bya temporar y cross= 


current or adverse wi i 
pede winds and will materialize here 


At which moment Katherine materialized inside 
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the Time Funnel. Right over the control mee a 
i av 
d. And, as worse luck still wou ; 
ree sprawling into said control chair, one shape~ 
ly thigh directly activating the control knob causing— 
AP! 
athe three of us to fly through time again, 
End over end I and, presumably, Eve and Katherine 
tumbled, streaking through the blasted fourth dimen- 
sion to land= si 
LESHY THU: : 
ie top of a naked voluptuous girl. | was back at 
an orgy! ; 
or a. tan as I squirmed and wriggled (atop 
the luscious nude girl I found myself sprawled upon) 
to look around me [noted that this orgy was a different 
orgy. 
Naked girls galore, 


irls. 
ee In what period of time? For, let’s face 


it, naked girls look pretty much the same in any period bs 
of history. Perhaps [ could make a re ee ia Ky § 
ing thei i . They ng, 
inspecting their hair styles. No go : 
oe hair. The most common (and best, in ee ae 
opinion) hair style throughout the a saith , 
irlg may shingle their hair, wea, f 
iis; cover. it with powdered wigs, braid it pas ; 
braids, tie it in buns, wear it in bangs, etc. ete. _ 5% 
the pendulum always swings back to the se ro 
natural, sexy way of wearing hair—long and loose 
d flowing. : E 
r Dexhane the surroundings would give me a clue ee 
the time era [ was in... ‘a 
~ tore my gaze from the naked girls around aan 
Vd barely glanced at the naked men vie Pats 
cavorting carnally with said naked girls—and 5: 
the immediate physical scene. 


to be sure; but different 
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I was in a huge modernistic room. On the walls 
lights glittered, screens crackled with oscilloscope 
patterns, dial hands moved across the faces of 
instruments [ didn’t understand, and on a huge 
screen set in the ceiling was a clear view of the 
Great Nebula in Andromeda]! 

Could it be that... ? 

“Well make up your mind,” snapped the naked 
voluptuous girl [ was sprawled on top of. “First you 
fling yourself nakedly on top of me—rapidly too, [ 
didn’t even see you leaping—and then, instead of ad- 
justing yourself even a little bit, thereby linking and 
locking our lusty bodies, you start muttering and 
looking around you...” 

T looked down at the nude young girll was sprawled 
on top of, Cute, Long red hair spread out to frame 
her lovely head. Provocative baby blue eyes. Crimson 
ripe lips, now pursed petulantly, 

I smiled at her, At least she spoke English and... 
I stopped smiling and started frowning. How could she 
have spoken English? Her lips had remained petulantly 
pursed the whole time she’d been... Thought transfere 
ring? 

“Aren't you the strange one?” mused the gorgeous 
red-headed girl | was sprawled nakedly on top of. (And 
her lips didn’t move at all!) “Won’t even think to me, 
Oh, I see. You took off your communicator, Got 
some naughty thoughts you want to hide, eh?” 

{ frowned harder. Communicator? Of course, the 
girl [ was more or less aboard had two tiny metal 
discs, each smaller than a dime, pasted’'to the sides 
of her temples. Miniaturized thought transferring 
devices! 

Which must mean I was in the future! 
But where in the future? 
Well, whatever future [ had in the future, I might 
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future present, [ 
have a little fun in the : 
coe leering at the red-headed doll atop whom 
4 i ing. SF 
Jed—leering and then lung’ 
eT sooeedt” thought transferred the chesty chick 
beneath me as [ plunged precipitously into her 
yrm center... 
ae “Abhh,..Mmmm...Uh-hubhh...!” as 
i the pace. : 
bar pean (aloud) with pleasure, surged ae hing 
hook me; and theg 
ously upward, shook them, s R 
he soniye back to let me do the physical wou 
ich [ did—happily! 

Lae L thrust’ myself forward, driving mys¢ ; 
deep into the hot delight of her body, then easing os k 
only to piston forcefully forward again. che Bt 
‘And again and again and again, now and then yarye 
ing things by rocking myself from Seve eid 

iraling and circling lazily as [ plunged and lung: 
cad And like a bubbling torrent of female ero 
musings, her torrid, sexy, semi-conscious thoug 

d into my brain: 3 
aes yes—oh my yes (f sensed her think , 
just love it when he probes and pokes me neo way, 
how expert he is...and how big...and v 

ly talented... ; 
ag, I reflected while [ continued to p! r 
and plunge and jolt and gyrate aboard her, 
interesting... Sex in the future obviously has 8p 
dimension, thanks to electronic thought rane’ 
Like you can read a girl’s thoughts and emo or f 
whims—know her every. response to every 

it you make... : 
et Also erotically exciting. Very pd 
I decided—while [ rammed myself ever me ‘ 
fully, more. urgently into her wal weylerie inn ft 
jar—something that could be highly fo 
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who could keep on making it with a girl who kept ra- 
diating tense...tense...tense...? Or, worse, thoughts 
like how revolting and nauseating all: this is,..? 

Not that any girl would ever think such thoughts 
while [ was making love to her... 

How revolting and nauseating it is—I sensed the 
redhead to be thinking, 

And instantly [ went tense, and then started to 
go limp... ; ‘ ; 

—to think that [ never made it with such a virile 
lover before, at least not during this voyage...she 
thought on. Much to my relief, : 

Oh how divinely divine it feels when he feels me 
that way with his strong groping fingers,..she thought 
either not knowing or not caring that [was reading her 
erotic thoughts loud and Clear, How it excites and 
inflames me when he slides his masculine hands up 
to cup and caress my proud breasts, to touch and 
tease and tug at my already excited, fully erect, © 
erotically tingling nipples... 

How deliciously his fervent fihgers are sinking 
deep into the ripely resilient flesh of my boobies— 
and now, oh bliss!—hig Seeking, searching hands are 
sliding under my body, down, down to grasp the heay- 
‘tng muscular mountains of my magnificent buttocks: 
grasp them and grip them and use them to pull me 
savagely against the pounding perfection of his pile- 
driving desire... 

Wow, I reflected, ag I rammed, jammed and 
slammed into her, this chick sure has a vivid way 
with thoughts... : 

And then our fervent fling was ending ina scalding, 
spurting, rocking, convulsing, fountaining consumation 
of rapture ag [ plunged again and again into the soft, 
tquirming target of her body... : 

I saw stars—my own starg and the stars she was 
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seeing. Felt rockets explode in my head, sensed dys ‘ 
ite detonating in her loins... 
ee our thoughts and bodies linked, fused, forged E 
into one pulsing entity of bliss—we peaked... ; 
After which [ rested, panting. : 
Also listening to her thoughts for a clue ag to fe 
where [ was. Aside from being on top of her, that is, 
Satiation, satiation, satiation...thought the girl be~. ; 
neath me, Gentle joy...remembered rapture,,.happy 
No significant thoughts as yet. Doubtlegg # 
it would take her stunned mind quite some while’: 
to recover from the soul-shattering experience Id 
eated her to. ny 
‘i Meanwhile, comfortably pillowed by the Softness ; 
her body, [ looked —— 
Where could Eve be va 
Then [ saw her. And gasped in horror! i 
The poor girl was being brutally ravished by.& 
cing male of the future! Ee 
mee was struggling wildly to escape and—no! _ 
was=gasp—cooperating with him in the ravishing] Y : 
Lunging as he plunged, rearing as he bucked, shia a 
he shook! . ; 
ss She was actually enjoying it! The fickle girls 
Well, at least she was safe. Now, the thing to 
was find out just where we were...I listened in a 
thoughts of the girl beneath me: perc 
7 poe seat it was, she thought, being ravished | s ; 
the hulking male who even now is still lying on top : 
me. Wonder why [ never saw him or sexed Mere s 
before? Maybe he’s been sick, hasn’t been atte) ing 
the nightly relaxation orgy, which to my way of a 
ing is one of the best morale building programs e 
i e space ship... - 
eel cognitaten, (’'m aboard a huge space 
¥ 


ag 


ae 
Of 


‘ig 
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But of what name? Going where? In what year? 

--named the Stellar Trekker, thought the girl with 
red hair, bound to the outer limits of the universe, 


a desperate voyage even in this, the Twenty-Fifth 
Century... 


in a force field! 


I leaped to my feet, as did everybody else, [ 
looked around, Everybody else, I noticed, was looking 
up at the ceiling, 1 dig likewise; and on the huge 
visi-screen above me T could see a huge alien space 
ship! 

Bulbous in shapé and glowing ominously—~a titanic 
ship at least a half-a-mile long! And it wag moving 
closer and closer, filling the entire screen until— 

CLANG! ‘ 

wit locked itself against the Stellar Trekker! 
An instant later— ‘ 

POW! SIZZLE! 

—4 gaping hole appeared 
4 hole through which we could look directly into the 


Could I be imagining things? 
I looked again, No, they were ag bug-eyed ag any 
monsters I’d geen; eight arms, four legs, two tentacles, 
four lobster-like claws and three huge round eyes! 
As large as hippos and much more ferocious looke 
{ng, they scarcely seemed to need the ray guns each 


i 
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held in each of their eight arms and two tentacles, 

And from the horrible monsters flickered mon- 
trous thoughts! 3 
‘ Earth girls! [ could sense them thinking. Ripe, : 
voluptuous, nude Earth girls! ee fun we’ll haye 3 

ishing them, before we eat them v4 
now rier it is, [ found time to reflect, as the .* 
bug-eyed monsters charged, that monsters from outer 
space, no matter what females they may have been 
accustomed to at home, always go ape for Earth girls, 3 
Especially nude or near nude Earth girls... 

It doesn’t seem to work the other way, [ mean, vh 
I’ve never heard of a case where space traveling : 
Earth men encountered female giant ameoba, titanic 
extra-terrestial female worms, colossal female land ™ 
crabs, over-sized alien she sea slugs, etc. and were a 
immediately overcome with sexual desire for same, Va 

No, never. : 

But Earth girls (especially nude or near nude Earth 4 

i to create raging sexual and other appetites 977) 
girls) seem to g ees 4 
in every bug-eyed monster born or assembled from 
ugly spare parts... 

Most curious... 

But before [could develop and expand my philosoph= 


oh 


ical speculations I reeled back in amazement as 4 


CLANGI! ees 
—another space ship locked to the other side of, $ 
the Steller Trekker and— ; 3 


OW! SIZZLE! 
oe a huge hole on the other side. of our ship, 


a huge hole through which poured voluptuous female 
space pirates! hs 
And leading them was (who else?) KRUNCH Kolon 


ee 
therine! PRS 
“Heyl” protested the thoughts of the leading 


bug-eyed monster, “we’re looting and ravishing Pe 
see: 


Aw 
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Space ship!” : 

“Let’s make a deal,” purred Katherine, “Ag thenew 
Pirate Queen of this pirate space vessel, having 
worsted the former Pirate Queen in unfair combat, 
I say why don’t you work your side of this helpless 
ship, and we’ll work the other side?” - 

“Why not?” shrugged the boss of the bug-eyed 
monsters, “Like, you ravish and eat the male Earthe 
men, and we’ll ravish and eat the, slobber, slobber, 
Earthgirls!” : 

“What could be more fair?” purred Katherine the 
Space Pirate Queen, “We'll do just that—just as soon 
as [ settle one little Score, You die now, 00081” 
she hissed, raising her ray gun and aiming directly 
at the most vulnerable portion of my anatomy, 

I looked around for escape... ° : 

Nothing. tt 

Looked for help... 

Nobody, 

For— 

ZAP! 

And just in time, too! 

I wonder’ why, [ mused as I whirled head over 
heels through we got yanked 


back to our time so soon... Then [ realized why; 
the giant space 


that time was 


for the good guy—me,,, 
Seconds later [ fell Sprawling right on the control 
chair of the Time Funnel and— 

ZAP! 


away we. all went again... 


Lai 
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NAKED AND DEJECTED, I WHIRLED END OVER 
end through time to land— 

THUD! Bounce.,.bounce...bounce... 

—upon a bed, 

And what a bed! 

Or, more correctly, what a bedmate! 

For while the bed I’d landed on was more or less 
conventional, in an old-fashioned four-poster kind of 
way, the wench who was sitting on the bed, shedding 
her shift, was delectable in the extreme! 

What a tempting teen-age temptress! 

What milk-white flesh, what full and fervent-looking 
breasts...what ripe and luscious young thighs...what 
soft and succulent buttocks... what tempting red lips... 

And, since the wench [ was sharing the bed with 
had just shed her shift before I landed, [ could see } 
each and every one of her magnificent female attrace HM 
tions... 

“Kind sirl” she gasped. “I ask you, I implore you, 
please explain what you are doing on my bed in the,” 
blush, blush, “nude state! £ am but a shy country 
maid, kind—{ trust—sir, and [’m not used to this HN 
kind of big city hanky~panky!” 

[ looked at her. What a choice if under-age chick! Hi 

Had [ been a cad, .I would have not hesitated a 
moment to take advantage ofher, In innumerable shock= 
ing—but erotically satisfying—ways, : 

However, [ reminded myself, [ was not a cad, 
Merely a misplaced triple-zero SADISTO agent, 

“Uh, how do, Miss,” I said, “I [ may be so hold— HH 


eocea aes Receele 
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where am I? Or, since it amounts to the same thing, 
where are you?” 


“Why, kind—I sincerely hope—sir, [ am newly | 


arrived in London town. I’m a trusting country girl 


and...[ say, how did you get into my bedroom? And | § 


top of my bed?” 

i “Magic,” Ichuckled. “Uh, how did you get to London, 
innocent~so you say—child?” 

“By stagecoach, of course!” she cried, throwing 
her young and tender hands across her younger and 
even more tender (but fantastically full and sexy) 
breasts. “And I believe it is customary for a gentle- } 
man to identify himself when he meets a lady. Even 
a young, innocent lady such as myself, Especially a * 

innocent lady such as myself!” 4 
Ph edarseata the name,” [I leered. “Trevor 


Anderson. And [ have the honor of lying naked in be 


bed alongside—?” 

“Miss—Miss Hill!” gasped the young girl. 

L drooled, inwardly, “And your first name is 
Fanny?” 

“That's my first name, kind, [ sincerely pra 
sir!” she cried. 


% 


“That’s what I, drool, drool, figured,” I lewdly ” 4 


a a pe 
and lasciviously cackled, “Relax, little teen-age, r 
breasted, full-thighed, soft-bellied, rounded-rumped, 
milk-white-fleshed girl— [ don’t intend to do anything 
but—jump you good!” 


And so saying, I sprang upon the toothsome trollop,” A 
Grappled with the depraved sex doll, overpoweredher 2” 


feeble but ardent struggles, ignored her insincere 
pleas for mercy, laughed at her hypocritical howls 
for humanity on my part; and lustily pinnedher plump 
young body to the bed as [ lustily flung her legs apart 
and excitedly dove into her darling depths. 


What a stroke of luck on my part! To actually 
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sex up the most depraved sexpot in English history! 
To make it with Fanny Hill herself! 

Overcome with excitement [ rammed and slammed 
myself frenziedly into her soft body while she writhed 
and twisted and Squealed, to turn me on further, of 
course, 

Blind to her bleatings [ lunged and plunged again 
and again, stoking my excitement to flaming heights in 
astonishingly short time until— 

ZAM! WHAM! BLAMI RAM! FLAM! ZAM AGAIN! 

—I climaxed soaringly, Spurtingly, gloriously... 

Then rested panting, rested while idly kneading the 
rounded rapture rotundities of her teen-age breasts, 

“That was nice, baby,” [ grunted. “It’s true, [ 
guess, what they’ve been saying about you for hundreds 
of years—you really are hip, erotically speaking, They 
don’t come any more wild and wanton than you. Ex= 
perience sure pays off, Uh, how many times, roughly, 
off hand, have you made it with men, eh sexpot?” 

“You, sob, mean how many times have [been, sob, 

violated as you just violated me? Why, unkind sir, 
counting you—once!” af 

“I figured as much,” I muttered, “It takes a heap 
of humping to—huh? Once? Once? Uh—when [ just 

jumped you did you provocatively clasp your inner 
muscles together to increase my kick quota?” 

She shook her shapely head, 

“Oy vey!” [ gasped. “You were like—a virgin?” 

“Don’t remind me of my innocent past!” she sobbed. 
“But since you have reminded me—yes! [ wasa virgin 
until you uncouthly made me a fallen woman!” 

“Sorry—really sorry about that,” [ muttered, 
“But—well—how could [ have guessed? You see, in 
my time—I mean—well, like [ just naturally figured 
you were plenty experienced...” 

“To some extent,” she sobbed, “I am, now. But 
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14 ae 
i ienced, I am also 
is mel While I’m now experienced, 
pa for all good men, that isl [ might just as bi wed 
‘all myself! Hand me yon knife, if you please, 
;: ” 
i [may cut mine throat! 
er n 1 said, “anything to make you happy and 
no! You “aon’t want to kill yourself. You re young! : 
Also sexy and full of life. So enjoy life. thanks 1 
“But sir,” sobbed Fanny Hill. “Now that, a. a 
uncouth invasion of my hitherto private passion ae 
sat, I am no longer an innocent teen-age virgin, 
how can L possibly make out?” 
fie to save this innocent (formerly) girl rd. : 
asually de-virgined. ; . , ‘2 
so pr I veniieel. young girls in her time peel bared ; 
many career opportunities. She could be a si bake 
not a deflowered tutor. She could be a maid ie tg 
hiring examination would revealher tobe neon Leet i- 
i that no respectable woman 
ee kind of men who would hire her.WMe # 
“Child » { gaid, “there is, alas, only one ts 
fession now open to you, deflowered as you anes ‘or 
kicks, big money and the chance to make a ne 
marriage, I suggest you become a prole ue 
ill.” 
sad it say—I’d like that!” she gasped. “If the Be 
joy V'd be getting and giving was even a tent OR 
as the joy you jetted into me just Saha: ur ‘ 
isn’t possible! I’ve heard that only ose: v. oe 
i i hicks can 
ienced professional passion ¢| 
ious highly competitive times. And I, alas 
de it once...” 
oY tee me,” [ murmured, “to train you at 
“you are too kind, kind sirl” she et 
as long as you’ve made the offer, apes ha 
“well,” L said, glancing at the antique ¢! f 


¥ 
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wall—forty minutes left before ZAP time—“if you 
really want to learn...” 

“Oh,f dol” she cried, “Like what else can [ do, 
now, thanks to you?” 

“Nothing,” [ agreed. “Well, out of the kindness of 
my heart, I'll help you become the most celebrated 
sex goddess of your time, First, you remember what 
we did a while ago?” 

“How could I forget it?” she gasped, 

“Fine,” [ said. “But, for the man concerned, and 
also for your own kicks for that matter, remember 
that you, as well as he, have some muscles that can 
work, Squeezing, pulsing, gripping muscles...” 

“I sensed that [ had such muscles,” she gasped, 
‘but [ was too shy to use them. Tell me more, [ 
urge youl” ‘i 

And I did. pas 

“What a revelation!” she gasped. “And, pray tell, 
what else should [ know how to do?” 

“Well,” I said, “you should realize that a girl’s 
enfolding Ups and circling, teasing tongue can do 
wonders to inflame a man; especially when said 
enfolding lips and circling, teasing tongue are employed 
~thus...” 

And [ showed her just what her lips and tongue 
could accomplish. And did accomplish... 

“Why=that was fun!” she cried. “And you got a 
Kick out of it too, eh?” 

“L and any man you did the same thing to,” [I 
wsured her. “Now, the next thing you should learn 
is...” 

And I proceeded to teach her what Ifelt she should 
mow. And (thanks to my experienced teaching) she 
learned fast. Learned how to use her flowing hair to 
‘ease and titillate a man...how to employ her fabu- 
lously full breasts so as to best arouse, if not 
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completely satisfy, a man...how to agg eae ab 
thrilling thighs, her yummy tummy, her Aad 
buttocks, her fondling fingers, her—everything: 4 
cite a typical lusty male. 
i With me serving as an example of a typ 
male. , 
“How can I ever thank you?” : 
inutes later. “You’ve taught me ever 
T need to know! Or are there more depra 
to master?” 
e the matter serious thought. ee 
“ho I said. “For at least a brace of centuries, aay 
no more erotic exercises will be devised, no ree 
erotic than the exercises I’ve taught you, cos A ? 
“Oh how happy you’ve made mel” she cried. May” 
addition to making me, that is! Thanks to er Pe Fe 
now the most jaded, experienced ed lig: my: oa 
thi - 
wn...in the world! And to ; F 
ain virgin on her first trip to London less than 
hour ago!” “a 
ei aie nothing of it,” I shrugged. “We triple-zero 
SADISTO agents are the most highly trained, sexually 
i eople alive.” 
aa yo mind,” she gushed erotically, while, 
her fervent fingers fondled me pepmengreeed Ps A] 
mentioned you in the memoirs I intend to J 


once?” “Turge re Le 
“For security reasons,” I urged her, “L rt post ft 


ical lusty ie 


she gasped, tens of 5 
depravedtrick 9 
ved tricks «= 


wy 


3 Pat 


i e my identity. In fact, it might 
a sagen that all that [’ve taught og a a 
Jast forty-five minutes was actually = bec 
many men and women over & long ee he : 

“Anything you say,” she crooned worship: r ae: 
you and you alone will know that allthe men on TH 
mentioned in my book, which [ intend idee Hen, 
Memoirs of A Woman of Pleasure, are ac’ 7 fe 
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Trevor Anderson...” 

“I'll remember,” [ assured her as—= 

ZAP! 

—I plunged again backward through time, to spin 
end over end until— 

BLAM! 

—I fell right on top ofthe control panel of the Time 
Funnel which happenstance resulted in— 

ZAP! 


—my being again hurled through time, to land. 


»..0n my head, 

Half stunned—in fact three-quarters stunned— Ilay 
sprawled on my back. 

Above me [ could see a tall steel mast reaching 
toward the sky. Also a huge, old-fashioned funnel. 

I’m on a ship, I thought groggily; a big, very old- 
fashioned ocean liner, evidently. 

“Cor blimey!” gasped an English voice, “A naked 
stowaway rolling drunkenly on the deck. ’Ere, ‘ere 
mate! You can’t do that there ’ere!” 

Ocean liner, I mused. Old fashioned. A big ship. 
English, evidently. Perhaps...good grief! Yes! 

I struggled nakedly to my feet, grabbedby the lape’ 
the startled steward who had found me. ; 

“Tell the Captain to reduce speed!” [ yelled. “You 
may not know it, but we’re about to hit an iceburg!” 

“You flipped your flippin’ lid mate?” gasped the 
steward, 

“You must believe me!” I shouted, “Iknowthis may 
sound strange, but I’m from another time, I traveled 
through the fourth dimension... I know all things be- 
cause [ walk by night...[ mean, what do I mean? Oh, 
yes! Reduce speed before the Titanic is doomed!” 

Groggy though I was from having fallen on my head, 
[knew that my only chance of survival lay in stopping 
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the Titanic—for I had once chanced to read thelist 4 
of names of survivors—and my name wasn’t on the list, 4 
Even at the cost of changing history, [ hadto stop | 
the... ts 
“You are cookool” gasped the steward. “The Titanic i& 
went down years ago, mate, And there’s no icebergs 
about ’ere. Not off the coast of h’[reland.” re 
“Oh,” [ said, “Uh—sorry to have, uh, frightened 

you. I’m a little groggy...” fc 
“On grog, no doubt,” sniffed the steward. “But 
’ave no fear, mate. We aren’t in no danger. The 
U-boats wouldn’t dare sink a lighted passenger vessel 
like the Lusitania.” : 
The Lusitanial vee 
“Turn back the ship!” I screamed, grabbing the 
steward’s lapels again. “We’re going to—” i 
BLAM! 
«what did [ tell you?” I finished as the tremens 5 
dous explosion of the torpedo sent me flying through 
the air, End over end [ tumbled, and then— % 
ZAP! j 

L was traveling through time again. 3 
Curious, I mused groggily as I traveled, I couldn’t : 
have been'aboard the Lusitania more than a few, 
minutes. Evidently the Time Funnel is acting up. Doubte 
less because of the way the control knob keeps getting 
bashed with swords, tomahawks and so forth... ra 

And then— ¥ 
SPLASH! a4 
—I was drowning in a river! Wildly I floundered, ” 
touched bottom. Waded groggily ashore to find=s 
Roman Legion gaping at me from the other aidel, 
“Confound itl” raged a man I recognized instantly 
to be Julius Caesar. “I had just decided to turn back, 
to avoid the possibility of civil war, but now weld, 
have to cross the Rubicon to catch that naked aye 

i 
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Chargel” 
And the entire Roman Legion, led by Caesar, 


plunged into the narrow river to t 
Iran and ran until— ie ee 
ZAP! 


SPLASH! 
I was back in the river! No, another ri 
ver... 
Groggily I trod water, looked around, A few feet 
away from me a huge rowboat wag rolling wildly, 
Evidently the rowers had been thrown into confusion 
by my sudden appearance right in front of them, And 
as [ watched, horrified, a distinguised looking man 
in a three-cornered hat lost his balance and fell into 
the water with a terrific splash, 
Confound itl!” he fumed i 
Wie tea , Spitting out water, “I’ve 
“Here they are, General Washington,” I said. « 
|. “Be= 
ing made of wood they fortunately floated, Uh, sorry 
about dunking you this way, but you really shouldn’t 
yee standing up in the boat in the first place—” 
SPLASH! 
I was back in another blasted river, No, the 
\ water [ 
= ap ee while wallowing was galt—I was inthe 
Not too far from shore, fortunately, Iswamto 
a ward 
it as best [ could then faster as I saw that a girl was 
standing beckoning on the beach. 
And what a girl! 
She was wearing aGrecian mini. tunic that reveal 
~ led 
the thrilling length and richly ripe girth of her young 
thighs, and her proud young breasts thrust arrogantly 
against the flimsy fabric which caged them, 
“Leander!” she cried, “Only you would swim the 
Hellespont for little me and—hey, you aren’t Leander! 
Well, no matter, if you care enough for my churning 
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” * 
to swim all this way. . i 
we reached out her sculpted arms pene ee 
And [ raced eagerly if groggily out 0; 
to embrace her as— 


a pack in the sea. No, another river evidently. 


At least the water was fresh, if rather muddy. Again 
by good fortune. a 
oe Bn dovrand the nearest bank of the Hyer a a : 
i an talking 9e¥J 
ag standing an elderly Chinese man a 
aera to some companions who kept nodding their 
in agreement. ; ; 
ae ne ee [ heard him say in Chinese, “is my 
master plan. First the Red Guards. Asst ied: 
inciples into prac! 
that the people put my pr me ; 
i i i h other—Bed Guards! Teen _ 
while bliss bashing each eac t een 
i i ionistbedrooms.and—= 
irls who will burst into revis - 
Ioowl A spy! A C.I.A. agent! Quickl a aay ie avis 
ET 
tch him, and I, Mao, w e: 
aan against, it, Chairman Mao,” I heard an 
adviser advise as [ swam frantically out into the eehes 
“However, if your mind’s made es on 2 take a. ong, 
era and take some publicity shots... ut 
‘ "Tgeaped So I, Trevor Anderson, had beenthe re 
, i d swim... bs 
for Mao taking his celebrate: fo 
nt even as [ gasped (and Mao swam mere 
out to capture me in person and what a publicity 
coup for their side if he had caught me)— 
ZAP! ; » agin’ 
I was whizzing through time and spac 1D, 
land— ' 
SPLASH : 
I was splashing in wae _ pond. tewamg 
ore, waded out, looked ar . 
- gee place, ” surrounded wa ena S mes r 
m a 
bushes. I sat down on a rock to get my pe 


yi 
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Tor in my groggy state rd swallowed quite a bit of 
water, ’ 

A very pretty place, Idecided, looking around some 
more, Except that it was much smaller, it reminded 
me rather poignantly of the old swimming hole where, 
as a mere lad, [ had once swum. 

What carefree times [’d had in just such a swim- 


ming hole, frolicking with the Companions of my boy= 
hood and... 


[broke off. Smiled, 3 
A little boy was tiptoeing through the bushes, Evi- 
dently intent on skinny-dipping, for he had no clothes 


on. Rather a manly little chap, too. A bit like... [ 
frowned. Gasped, 


Could it be? Yes! It was! 

“Okay!” yelled the little boy over his shoulder, “The 
coast is clear!” 

And out of the bushes behind him, likewise naked, 
trotted three girls, And what girls! : 

Ripe, luscious teen-age girls, long of leg and full 
of bosom, 

*“We really shouldn’t be having an outdoor orgy 
with you, Trevor,” giggled the first girl—a buxom 
redhead, \ 

“Especially since we’re mature girls of seventeen,” 
agreed a busty blonde, “and you’re only seven.” 

“On the other hand,” muttered a ripely curved 
brunette, “Trevor’s all male, with the stamina of a 
stallion. And his line is...persuasive, Like, the boys 
our own age are big blabbermouths. If we put out 
for them our girlish reputations would soonbe ruined.” 

“Whereas. little Trevor,” agreed the blonde, “igs 
plenty discreet, Also, as he Continually points out, 
even if he did boast of his Conquests, nobody would 
believe him. Hence we can safely frolic with him,” 

I shook my head admiringly. ’'d forgotten what a 
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lusty little lad [’d been. Also what a persuasive line w 


= ee a I’d sure hadaball, in and pea 
old swimming pool. And I’d never been i st 
ing and consorting, either. Though once, es Us 
a dirty old man had tried to spy on me. [ ai Me 
“Look!” yelled the seven-year old me, pointing 


me. “A dirty old man! Don’t worry girls, I'll drive 2 


. " 
a. saying he picked up a rock and hurled it 


at me, and with such accuracy that— s 
THUNK! 
—it hit me right between the eyes. 
“Why you rotten little—uncouth wpreregeeiae 
prat!” [ raged. “What do you mean calling me a dirty ~ 
old ‘man? I’m only twenty-nine! How dare you talk 
h, yourself that way?” : bis 
* pos Aa pene Trevor paid no attention, 
Just kept on throwing rocks at me. As did his—or my P= 


ly lust-crazed companions. 4 
a er with pebbles, I had no alternative but to 


4 


run as fast as I could until— oe 


Stes 
ZAP! 
donce more through | 
t again, I groanedas I whirle 
Soon ee at the time I little suspected that I’d zapped ata 
i 


my last zap—as hadthe Time Funnel, for that errs f 


CHAPTER/11 


I RECOVERED CONSCIOUSNESS SLOWLY, CON- 
scious of every bruised and battered bone in my body... 

What's that line of Lord Byron’s about regaining 
consciousness? “When the bones begin to feel the flesh, 
and the flesh to feel the chain...” . 

That’s how I felt. I didn’t have any chains on me, 
of course, but [ sure felt like I’d been whacked a few 
times with some heavy chain, 

» L opened my eyes, looked around, I was inside the 
Time Funnel. Alone, 

And the Time Funnel was shaking and rocking! 
Sparks were arcing from the smoking control chair.,, 
and, from the way all the airs on my body kept 
trying to stand on end [ knew the air must be super 
charged with static electricity, 

An ear-drum shattering electronic whine revere 
berated through the gleaming steel cage of the Time 
Funnel, a whine that was steadily rising in intensity 
and pitch! 

This machine, [ mused, is about to blow itself 
to bits... 

With me inside it, [ added to myself... 

Obviously the thing to do wasto make tracks. Only, 
where was Eve? Or for that matter, KRUNCH Kolonel, 
Katherine? 

And then— 

ZAP! : 

—Eve the Cave Girl (still breath-takingly nude) 
materialized in front of me, 

I struggled to my feet, scooped her up, staggered 
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parred door of the Time Funnel. 
ai’ peel me several precious seconds brett 
it open—for Eve the Cave Girl, still unable to 
her limbs, was a dead weight in my arms. 
aged it. 
Purehed through the basement room where the Time 
Funnel rested. Only the Time Funnel borat he | 
resting now—it’s metal bars were glowing, ' sin . 
founded contraption was shaking, grea 4 
ae from the control panel andthe | 


tobe almost inaudible, © 


igsh 


really going to plow... 
«{ have a nasty feeling, 
to talk if not yet move n t 
es that contraption blows, it’s really goa pe “4 
Lnodded, lurched up 2 flight of stairs wi! ng 
Cave Girl in my arms, lurched through the leet one . 
careless of the plants [ kicked over, hee aah 7 
whether there were any KRUNCH guards aroun org Py 


; 
ren’t)... , ; : ¢ 
m4 a L was outside, and running, running peter i 
ight. ; ia 
- Ramana later Eve beganto wriggle inmy arms. tS 
put her down, and both of us began to run. Ba 


And run and run ang run, down the jungle path ie 
that led to Clarksville. 2 
Half a mile down tl 
flash turned the jungle nigh 
than day. 
We flung ourselves 


ering our ears. 
os A rlit second later the shock wave rolled ory 


us, as tangible as a wave of mercury, and a seco 
, 
after that the awesome soun 


he trail a dazzling blue-white | a 
t to day—turned itbrighter | 


flat, hugging the ground an 


d of the explosion bellowed ; 
“ous 


on 


FY 
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through the night. i 

A rain of earth, plant fragments, building frag- 
ments and Time Funnel fragments fell to the ground 
all around us and then all was quiet. 

Even the jungle animals and insects had been hushed 
into frightened silence, . 

Eve and I rose to our feet, groped for each other, 
clutched each other—for our eyes were still too dazzled 
by the frightening flash for us to be able to see each 
other. 1 

“What...what happened?” gasped Eve the Cave Girl. 

“A fourth-dimensional explosion,” [ said, “The 
‘Time Funnel blew up. To put it mildly,” ‘ 

“Oh happy day!” cried Eve. “Now we won’t be 
whizzed back and forth in time any more! We’re 
safe in—in—” 

“Sarawak,” I said. “In the year 1967,” 


“Exactly,” said Eve. “Whatever and whenever that — 


is. But would you mind explaining just what that 
Time Funnel was?” ‘ 

“Gladly,” [ said. “Except that I don’t know myself, 
I’m not up on theoretical physics, fourth-dimensional 
time warps and all that nonsense, At any rate, we’re 
home safe, Correction, I’m home safe. You’re just 
safe. True, we may be attacked by tigers, cobras, 
rogue elephants and Satan only knows what else; 
but compared to what we’ve been through, we’re safe, 
Safe, for the moment, from the ravages of time. 
Though Time, [ dare say, will get both of us sooner 
or later, Best of all we’re safe from KRUNCH Kolonel 
Katherine!” 

“That awful if voluptuous girll’ groaned Eve the 
Cave Girl. “What, giggle, giggle, dreadful thing happen= 
ed to her, do you suppose?” 

“Obviously,” [ said, “she got trapped somewhere 
jn time. Another time. Let’s heh, heh, hope she got 
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trapped in the cellars of the Countess of Caldia 
few hundred years back.” 

“Who was the Countess of Caldi?” queried Eve 
the Cave Girl. 

“A gadistically minded lady aristocrat who lived 
some centuries ago,” I explained. “She was arrested 
and brought to trial, during which trial she admitted 
having horribly murdered some four hundred young 
peasant girls. By herself and with friends. [ forget 
the outcome of the trial. I think she got a warning 
and a suspended sentence. Aristocrats could really 
get away with murder in the old days.” 

«What a comforting thought,” murmured Eve, coax- 
ingly kneading and fingering my flesh. “Only—what 
if that awful woman materialized in, say, the bed- 


room of the female you mentioned—the Countess of i 


Caldi?” : 
“She’d have killed the Countess on the spot,” [ 
agreed. “And taken her place. Good grief—perhaps 


the Countess of-Caldi, as we know her, is—was— _ : 


KRUNCH Kolonel Katherinel” 


“Or maybe,” frowned Eve, for by now my eyes had , V4 
returned enough toward normal so that [ could see ) 
her frown, “maybe she materialized before we did. In “39 
the Time Funnel, that is. Saw that itwas about to blow . 


and ran.” 


| frowned myself. The idea that KRUNCH Kolonel 
Katherine might be close by was enough to make any |» 


intelligent man frown. 


“It?s possible,” I conceded. “But—let’s hope 
not probable. No, it’s more likely she got stranded |» 


for good in another time, Not recent time, that’s for 


sure.” 
“Why so?” asked Eve. 


* 
“Like [’m still alive,” I pointed out. “To the best ie 
of my knowledge, no little old gray-hairedlady hobbled me 


AGA 


RR, peer” 


iS 
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into my nursery and bashed me over the head with 
a club. So Katherine didn’t get stranded in, say, the 
1920's,” 

“What if she got stranded in the near future?” 
postulated Eve. “Like next year?” 

[ thought about this. A sobering thought, to be 
sure. Next year—or the year after next—[ might be 
at a New Year’s party, singing Auld Lang Syne, and 
suddenly—AAP! KRUNCH Kolonel Katherine would 
materialize in front of me. With a sub-machine 
gun in each hand, Fire-spitting, slug-spurting sub- 
machine guns.., 

“It’s possible,” I conceded. “But, what the heck, 
I face peril so often, what’s one more horrible peril? 
Come on, let’s make more tracks,” 

And we did. : ! 

We slogged along the trail to Clarksville, reached 
same, 

The local inhabitants—espécially Samantha Clark 
and Sadie—were tremendously excited about what they 
assumed had been the.plunge to Earth of a huge 
meteorite—for to just such a natural phenomenum had 
they attributed the gigantic flash and tremendous shock 
wave of the Time Funnel’s self-demolishing. 

We didn’t disillusion them. 

We merely spent the night there, and what a night! 
Eve the Cave Girl really knew how to make a man 
happy in the hay. And when she fell asleep, [ tiptoed 
down the main street of Clarksville to say good-bye 
to Samantha Clark. And what a beautiful bitch in bed 
she was... 

And after [ left Samantha I was waylaid and laid 
by Sadie—for free, remarkably, 

And then,..but my erotic relaxation is not germane 
to this story. 


Suffice to say that in the morning Eve and I set 


sie 


154 THE SIN FUNNEL 


out, .on foot, along the already rusting railway line 
5a 


to the coast. fs 
aren of the way there Eve the Cave Girl collapsed 


i d carried her, 

m exhaustion. [ picked her up an 
- Halfway to -the coast I collapsed—from ane 
later diagnosed as jungle fever. And Eve picked mi 


and carried me. * 
7 L was delirious most of the time. But [ was con: 


scious enough long enough to tell her whom to tele= 


i afety. 
en and if she carried me to s: 
ae oe did so, as I later learned. Despite the 


fact that, along the way, she was joined by an old 
friend... : 


CHAPTER/12 


WHEN I CAME TO THE NEXT TIME—AS [RELATED 
at the beginning of this book—I was in bed, Back at 
SADISTO HQ. 

Also delirious to some extent, 

And depressed. If such a thing as the Time Funnel 
Could be built once, [ niused in my near delirium, it' 
can be built again. f 

And after that—what a chaos would reign! 

People would forever be zipping back and forth 
in time—though more probably back than forward, 
Back to throw monkey wrenches in history. Back to 
take snapshots of Cleopatra applying the asp ‘to her 
bosom. Or, more likely, home movies of Cleopatra 
entertaining Mark Antony... 

History would become a shambles of sight-seeing 
trips. Privacy a thing of the past—for who could feel 
safe with 2 married woman in some secluded motel 
when at any moment—ZAPI—a party of time tourists 
might materialize to take pictures and gawk at you. 

And, if Time Funnels could eventually be made so 
cheap and plentiful that everybody could afford one— 
what wretched ruins most people’ would make of 

their lives... . 

With time flowing cruelly but majestically in but 
one direction, every man and woman born had, as a 
birthright, a certain dignity to their lives. Cruel, 
brutal, criminal, or tragic though episodes in their 
past might be, the river of time washes over their 
sins, their blunders, their agonizing heartbreaks, 

But if men and women could revisit the past, 
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ir past... 
ae honeymoon could survive the visit, through 
time, of the aged and wrinkled wreck of the surviving ; 
partner, come back through time to smile at his or aa 
her past? t a 
What happy youngster could avoid going insane it 


“Heh, heh, little boy—I’m you—fresh from the gutterg r 
of the Bowery: So much for your, heh, heh, high 
hopes... A 

And Death, contrary to popular propaganda cam, 
paigns, is not proud but kind, at least at times 

The fragility of human memory is not to be, 
scorned but applauded—who could revisit, intimes not » 
remembered but revisited in the flesh, the lost loves 
of their youth? Not and remain sane, that’s for mF 
not if they loved deeply enough. ! (ge 

There are too many men alive who carry sorrow 3 
like a glowing coal in their innermost soul; a pain” 
to be endured for life, but a pain that age has made 
dull enough to endure. 

But who could survive seeing once again, hear 
again, touching again the lost girl they will never. 
possess? 

Who would wish to survive the brutal ona 
of wounds that took decades to heal? 


plate; equally monstrous to the old, revisiting their 

young selves, and to the young, seeing before be 

their future realities... i% 
I could not—would not—admit the possibility 


Better death than that, any time. 
And so [ lay and wasted away, bereft of the 
to live until the General slapped me into wakefuln 
“Cut out this nonsensel” he yelled. “I’veheard 
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you’ve been mumbling about 2 Time Funnel. Forget 
it, 0008. There never was and never will be sucha 
gadget.” 

“Huh?” [ said, 

“Listen, 0008!” he snapped. “For your sake— 
and because [ have a small sum of money bet on your 
survival—[’ve had your movements checked out. You 
hear?” 

“[ hear,” [ mumbled. 

“Okay. You got to Sarawak, that.we know. You also 
got to Clarksville and had an erotic ball there, That 
we know also.” 

“That’s true,” I mumbled. 

“Then you set out to find and fixthe KRUNCH Field 
Station, Already—although you may not have known 
it—you were sick with jungle fever.” 

“[ was?” I gasped. 

“Our medical maidens insist this must have been 
the case. All right. You reached the KRUNCH Field 
Station. Broke in, And, according to a KRUNCH guard 
we captured, smashed up the place. After that you 
passed out, thanks to the combined effects of some 
fumigants and the aforementioned jungle fever.” 

“I passed out all right,” I agreed, 

“Just so,” soothed the General. “And after that 
you suffered the horrid imaginings of fever. You 
imagined being captured by a girl named KRUNCH 
Kolonel Katherine. You imagined being zapped back 
and forth through time.” 

“I did?” I gasped. 

“Exactly, Actually, after destroying the KRUNCH 
Field Station, you met and obviously seduceda strange 
girl. A very attractive girl, who later brought you to 


the coast over her shoulder, A girl who calls herself 
Eve,” 


“Eve...” [ mused, 
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‘Right. This Eve, a fantastically bright chick, 
according to our Intelligence Testing Department, 
staggered into the coastal town of CENSORED, 
carrying you over her shoulder, And her tiny pet 
in the other hand,” 

“Fancy,” [ muttered, sitting up. 

“Fact, This girl—Eve—who speaks English fairly 
well but rather strangely, must obviously have been 
some sort of beatnik babe bumming through the 
jungle. She became enamored of you, however. Carried 
you to safety. Called our Emergency Agent Pick-up 
Service. Which Service picked the both of you up. 
And brought you back to HQ, Where you are now ma= 
lingering with jungle fever—while your strange girl 
friend is rapidly going through the training programs 
which will make her a triple-zero SADISTO agent.” 

“Well [’ll be darned,” [ said, sitting all the way up 
in bed. “So [ imagined the whole thing, huh?” 

“Right,” said the General. “Feel well enoughto get 
up now, 0008?” 

“You bet,” [ said, leaping out of bed. So the Time 
Funnel had been but a figment of my fevered imagina= 
tion. What a relief! And Eve the Cave Girl (as I 
thought of her) was but a bright babe I’d tarried with 
in the tropic tree forest... 

Joyfully [ slithered into my clothes, saluted the 
General, made tracks toward my luxurious suite on the 
fourteenth level and loped into same. 

And it was just as [’d left it. 

Nothing different. 

Only there was a note on my bed: 

I put Oscar in with your pet bats. He seems to get 
on well with them, but [ think he’ll need a cage of 


his own. pretty soon, the way he’s growing. See you . 


later. Eve the former Cave Girl and new SADISTO 
cadet. 
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I went into the room where [kee } 
p my pet bats. 

there was Oscar, Looking at me redesrce, lle 

But what the heck. One pterydactyl isn 
to pee my healthy disbelief in time travel. 

‘ter all, scientists thought the coela , 

. » Hist canth had been 
extinct for fifty million years—and it wasn’t. So why 
shouldn’t a few pterydactyls have survived in Sarawak? 


Th 
sie us cheered, [ put the whole incident from my 


’t enough 


